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Down from the tree sprang a form, alighting 
behind the young girl on Captain Heald's 
charger, hurling that officer to the ground. 
The same voice continued: ‘‘Now for the 
French camp, then death to rascals" 
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By ALLAN ARNOLD 


CHAPTER I.—The Dashing Young Scout 


{Slariders was for a long time the principal 
battle-ground of the great armies of Europe, as 

it may become again at no very distant day. 
About the middle of the last century war was 
- deelared between the French on one side and the 
English and Dutch on the other, and large armies 
- ‘were soon put in motion toward the old seat of 
war. King Louis of France mached into Flanders 
at the head of nearly eighty thousand men, the 
celebrated Marshal Saxe being the. actual com- 
mander of the host. The French commenced by 
laying siege to Tournay, a very strongly-forti- 
fied place situated on the banks of the River 
Scheld. While they were thus engaged the Duke 
of Cumberland, the greatest English general of 
- <the time, landed a large army at the mouth of 
the river, where they were joined by a Dutch 
contingent, and the united forces marched to re- 
lieve Tournay by defeating the French army in 
the open field. Marshal Saxe knew that he had 
a brave and skillful general to contend. with, and 
Bee OE the army was composed of veterans who 
P haa been trained to war in the battle-fields of 
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-_ Furope, yet he did not hesitate to engage in a 
Bee struggle which was destined to be as important 
jn history as that of Waterloo itself, although 
- English writers are not inclined to dwell on the 
Ne _ subject. Leaving about twenty-five thousand of 
his men to continue the siege of Tournay Marshal 
Saxe put,his army in motion and maneuvered 
to intercept his powerful foe. Among those who 
_. thus marched out to encounter the English army 


: - was the famous Irish Brigade, which was com- | 


posed of men who were banished from their own 
country by the oppressive laws of the English 
-jnvader. Great was the joy in the Irish camp 
that night when it was announced that. the brig- 
ade was to march forth to meet their English foe 
once more. The first person who brought. in- 
telligence of the English army was a dashing 
_ young scout named fontenoy Farrell, connected 
ee with the Irish Brigade. Having lived in his na- 


e before, the young scout was thoroughly acquaint- 
§ ed with the country around, and he had already 
_ distinguished himself by bold acts during the 
' early part of the campaign. When the lad was 
se about thirteen years of age he’ paid a visit to 

pee yetth his father and mother. amen Far- 


rell was a great dreamer and a firm believer in 
his own predictions. On a certain morning on 
appearing at breakfast with his wife and son he 
said to the good lady: 

“My dear, I had strange dreams last night, and 
I know that something very important is going 
to happen soon.” | 

Being encouraged to relate his dreams, the old 
soldier said to them: 


“I dreamt that war broke out again, and that 
our brigade was ordered to battle. Then I 
thought that we were drawn up on the side of a 
hill overlooking a village, which I recognized 


very readily. That village was Fontenoy, where 


you became my wife,-and where our son here was 
born and reared. Then I heard the sounds of 
battle, and we were ordered to get ready for the 
charge. At that moment a cannon-ball came along 
and struck me on the head. Then I knew no 
more till I woke up.” 


Both mother and son listened attentively, and 
when the old captain had concluded the lady said: 

Certainly, dear husband, but I hope that vour 
dream will never come tru@ as I would not like 
to see the dear old home a prey to war, and I 
have no desire at all to become a widow.” 

The grim old Soldier gave a sigh, and shook 
his head as he responded: 


“Soldiers must fight and die, my dear, and vil- 
lages will be destroyed in war. Mark my words 
for it, Fontenoy will become famous in history, 
and for that reason I request you to eall our 
boy here after his’ native village hereafter.” 

The good woman smiled again at the strange 
request, while the lad himself said: 

“T never liked the name of Fritz, and I do 
like our old home. Do call me Fontenoy Farrell 
hereafter, mother, and I'll be a soldier like my 
diets” and take part in the great battle he pre- 

icts 


In less than a week diten the prediction war 


broke. out with Austria, and Captain Farrell. 


marched away with the Irish brigade. The brave 


old veteran was killed by a eannon-ball in the 
first engagement, just as he had predicted, and 
his widow retired to her native village with her 
son. About four years after, and. when Fontenoy 
Farrell was a strapping lad of seventeen, he 
joined the famous brigade in which his father 
had served and returned to France with it. Just 





flew through the Irish camp, 


9 career _ FONTENOY FARRELL 


two vears after his enlistment in the Irish brig- 
ade he marched into Flanders again, to take part 


in the siege of Tournay, and in the memorable 
battle that was to follow. Fontenoy Farrell soon 
became a general favorite with the Irish lads of 
the brigade. Though born in Flanders and hav- 
ing a Flemish mother. the dashing, handsome 
youth could sing an Irish song and dance a jig 


as well as any of them. Before the French army 


moved out of the trenches before Tournay, the 
scouts were sent abroad to discover the where- 
abouts and the strength of the English army, 
if possible. Fontenoy Farrell was a stout and he 
was the first to strike on the enemy at a point 
some thirty miles beyond his own native village, 
and he then rode back with all speed to inform 
his colonel of the fact. On returning through the 
village the young man stopped for a few mo- 
ments at his mother’s house, where he was also 
attracted by a young girl who was slightly re- 


Jated and who was making her home there at the 


time. During that interview his father’s predic- 
tion was recalled again, the young scout saying: 

“I am certain, mother, that a great battle will 
be fought around here soon, and I beg of you to 
hasten to our camp at the first approach of the 
enemy, providing that we do not advance beyond 
here to give them battle.” 

e timid woman promised to obey her son’s 
advice and she at once commenced to make prep- 
arations for the journey. On reaching the French 
camp and making his report the young man was 
advised to take some hours rest, as it would be 
necessary for him to start out before very long 
again. Instead of retiring to rest, however, 
young Farrell conversed with some of his young 
companions, to whom he related his father’s pre- 
diction for the first time. That prediction soon 
and thousands 
learned for. the first time that such a place as 
Fontenoy appeared on the map of Flanders. It 
was fully nine o’clock that night when Fontenoy 
Farrell was led to the tent of the commander 
general by his colonel. They found the great 
soldier reclining of a sofa with a small map 
before him, and it really appeared to the active 
young man as if the old warrior would soon fight 
his last battle, so ill did he seem. After learning 
who the young man was from Colonel Dillon, 
Saxe pointed to a spot on the map, saying: 

“T understand that you were born at that vil- 
lage, sir.” 

“IT was, general.” : 

“Then .you can give me correct information 
regarding the country about there?” 

“T can, general.” 

After receiving the information required as to 
the locality, the French general continued: 

“T understand that you are the messenger that 
brought us information of the enemy this eve- 
ning ?” 

-*J had that honor, seneral.” 

._ The general then made certain inquiries as to 
the distance of the enemy when perceived by the 
young man, and on receiving the proper answers 
he asked: 

“If you were to receive ijabraptions would you 
venture close to the enemy and make notes as to 
their movements, strength, and the evident inten- 
tions of their general ?” 


“I will venture into the. very. center at their 


. playing, but I will baffle him if I have to strike — 


’ fied. Captain Held and some fifty troopers o 


was looked ‘upon as a very important baste * 










































camp if so ordered, general,” answered young 
Farrell in firm but modest tones. i 

In less than an hour after Fontenoy Farrell | 
was riding toward his native village disguised as 
a peasant and mounted on a strong Flemish — 
horse. On reaching the village in a downpour of | 
rain, he found the inhabitants very much excited — 
and his own mother’s cottage in flames. Although ~ a 
very indignant and excited, the young scout did 
not betray himself, even when informed that his — 
mother and her young cousin had been borne ~ 
away as prisoners by a party of Dutch troopers | 
commanded by Captain Frank Held, who was = 
also related to Mrs. Farrell. The excuse given a 
for the outrage by the young Dutch officer was — 
that Fontenoy Farrell was a scout in the service — 
of France, and that his mother had also been — 
giving information to the enemy. Burning with — 
indignation, but still suppressing his rage in the — 
presence of those who may recognize him, Fonte- Al 
noy Farrell rode away out of the village, mutter | 
ing to himself: an 

“I know the game that hound Frank Held is_ A 
him dead in the midst of his own men.’ 

The young scout pressed on over an honed 
when he was approaching a small village in 
which he perceived lights moving around. 

“Maybe it is Frank Held’s party, and I will 
leave my horse here and steal around to the 
tavern on foot.” ot 

As Fontenoy Farrell was thoroughly acquaint 
ed with the locality he had little or no difficul 
in skirting the village, even on that dark and 
stormy night, and when he did approach th 
tavern by the back way his surmises were veri: 


cupied the tavern and the outhouses, and the 
had pickets on the road leading to Fontenoy. 





CHAPTER II.—The Young Scout In a Quanda rv. 


Keeping in the background for the time, an 
having his eyes and ears open, the young scout — 
soon learned two important facts from the troop- ~ . 
ers who were refreshing their horses. 
point he learned was that Captain Held had bee 
sent forward by the English general to ascertai 
if Fontenoy and the bridge near it leading ove 
the Scheld was still occupied by the Frene 
troops. He also learned that the French an 
Dutch armies were pushing on as fast as possiblh 
in the hope of surprising Marshal Saxe befor 
Tournay. The young scout now discovered tha 
the Duke of Cumberland was pushing his arm 
on with all speed, that his object was to seiz 
Fontenoy and the bridge as soon as possible, an 
to surprise the French army. He knew tha 
Captain Held was a heartless voung adventure: 
that he was working to secure the hand of t 1 
young girl in marriage, and that he would not 
hesitate in denouncing Mrs. Farrell as a spy an 
having her put to death. 

Was. it possible for the young scout to rescu 
his friends by some stratagem and bear then 
back to the French camp? From words droppe 
by Marshal Saxe at their interview young Fonte 
noy Farrell understood that his native villag 
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travelers moving toward the -French lines. 
‘glance around the public room of the tavern 


mation of surprise. 


and the actions of the enemy in trying to: push 


forward and seize it verified his- surmises. 
-. After studying the whole affair over without 


being perceived by thé .troopers: around the 
stable, Fontenoy Farrell made up his mind as 
to his course of action. Although Captain Frank 


Held had been an old schoolmate of his, it was 
two years since they had met, and that two 
-~syears of service in the French army had altered 


young Farrell’s appearance very much. Besides 
being well disguised on that stormy night, the 


‘young scout ofthe Irish Brigade was covered 


with mud from head to foot after his hasty jour- 
ney through the drenching rain,.and he felt quite 
safe in venturing into the tavern in the character 
of a belated countryman seeking refreshment. 
Before entering, however, he cast his eye along 


the road leading to Fontenoy, when he perceived 


that about a dozen of the mounted troopers were 
drawn up there, as if to intercept any stray 
One 


caused the young scout to utter a mental excla- 
At the large public table sat 
his mother and her young cousin, Emma Held, in 


the act of partaking of some refreshments, while 


placed between them appeared Captain Held. It 


was well for Fontenoy Farrell that he had splen- 


did control of himself at the time, as he was 
fairly dazed at the scene thus presented to him. 
Putting on all the rough ways of a country boor, 
however, the young scout took a seat at the end 
of the table and called for some bread and beer. 
Without pretending to notice them much, he kept 


a strict watch on the three persons at the other 


_ end of the table, and he was still more amazed on 
finding that his mother appeared to be perfectly 


‘ 
“fy 


_ hapny in the company of her cousin. 
yell was still a handsome buxom woman some 
_ few years under forty as she was only a young 


sensible girl of seventeen. 
_ heiress to a considerable fortune, and Mrs. Far- 
yell was her guardian. 
 tened, it became very apparent to him that his 
mother was not aware that her home had been 
burned, that she regarded Captain Held as her 
_ best friend; and that Emma shared in the same 
- belief. While the young scout was puzzling his 
- brain as to how he should work out the quandary 


Mrs, Far- 


girl when she married the gallant Irish officer, 
who was then past the prime of life. Captain 
Frank Held was a handsome, tall young man of 
twenty-two, and he was very popular with frivol- 
ous young ladies. Emma Held was a handsome, 
She was the sole 


As the young scout lis- 


he was in, another actor entered on the scene in 


_ the person 


of a sober-lookine man, whom he 


__- recognized as a clergvman of the village where 


; ' 
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they were then stopping. On the appearance of 
the clergyman Captain Held addressed him in 
welcome tones, and then led his lady friends up- 
stairs, where they were followed by the man in 
black. Fontenoy Farrell became fearfully ex- 
cited on witnessing the actions of those so near 
to him, and his agony was increased by hearing 
the landlord of the inn.exclaim: 


 *They will make a handsome. pair.” 
_ The Irish blood in the young scout’s veins be- 


$i: ‘came heated to a boiling point on hearing that 
the dissolute and 


intriguing Frank Held was 


has about to wed sweet Emma Held, and he dashed 
: ou Pina 


stairs to interrupt the ceremony without 
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bain any heed of the consequences. When the 


excited young man did burst into the room where 
the ceremony was about to take place, Frank 
Held and the young girl were standing before the 
clergyman. Without uttering a word, the excited 
youth burst into the room and dealt Captain Held 
a blow on the side of the head with a rough walk- 
ing-stick which he carried. The dashing young 
scout had scarcely dealt the blow when he seized 
Emma Held around the waist, raised her in his 
arms and bore her out of the room, as he whis- 
pered into her ear: 

“I am Fontenoy Rairelt Are you crazy % 
think of marrying such a scoundrel ?” 

The young girl had swooned while Fontenow 
was bearing her down the stairs. The landlord 
attempted to stop the dashing young man as he 
was bearing his insensible relative toward the 
door, but Fontenoy gave him a blow with his 
stick and hurled him aside. Gaining the front 
door with his burden, the young scout darted to 
the right, while the utmost uproar prevailed be- 
hind them, as the dragoons came rushing in by 
the back way. Leaping a low fence, and: still 
grasping the light form of the girl in his arms, 
Fontenoy gainéd a small garden at the side of 


the tavern and pushed on’ to the rear at full 
speed. One cry did escape from her ere = 


could whisper into her ear: 
“Be silent on your life, Emma, as*I am vour 
cousin Fontenoy, and I. am here to save you 


from that designing wretch.” 


The. young girl became silent as she recognized 
the voice, but the single cry escaping from her 
had attracted the attention of those who were 
rushing from the tavern, and several of the 
troopers darted through the garden in pursuit. 





CHAPTER III.—On the Road to Fontenoy: 


When young Farrell heard the cries of the 
troopers after him he had just gained the edge 
of the wood where he had left his horse. On 
hearing the cries of his pursuers, his scouting in- 
stincts became aroused, and he addressed: the 
young girl, saying: 

“Can you run with me, dear’ Emma? If Iam 
captured they will put me to death.” 

“Yes, yes, good Fonte,” was the instant reply, 
as the young girl glided out of his arms and 
pushed on through the wood with him at a smart 
pace. 

Feeling that there was no time for explanation, 
the young scout pressed on with his companion, 
and they soon gained the spot where the strong 
Flemish horse was secured ‘to the branch of a 
tree. Placing the young girl in front of him on 
the horse, the young scout turned the animal out 
toward the road, and they were soon galloping 


back on the road to Fontenoy, while the daring 


fellow muttered to himself: 

“We will escape them now, and I ean give 
Marshal Saxe information of the approach » of 
the enemy.” 

The young man then thought of his wither, 
and they had not proceeded very far when “se 
addressed the young girl before him, saying: 

“Good Emma, what was the*meaning of your 
very strange journey and bearing tonight OP) 












Kutlede) ede ol ea. 





—* 


ee de Se ey ee ee | a! ee i - Cir ee see — — a! - _ * - oe = i 
ae Ve Sr “<g> hi ae Ly a me ieee oe oe ae OE py oe hd : re ae 5 AS ’ 7 wT . * ts we ~~. 'e oD = > _" ae eT Pe 
ve es ee ed ‘er = a ms a => - o — : > ee 4 < « =; Ag ete 
. a ie 7k ; oe Fa SASH mane aS oF <A, . = = = es hy 
* . Yet - —s ye ne = ian oe 5 Sm > 7 ~ 7 py - 
PA — a ‘= > ~ ,. sata — i) i , z 7 - > . . a. eS =e 


Js Toe f 
= > 


t Nes ’ 


ih 
eT * 
* 
if 
é 


eo - FONTENOY FARRELL 





“Did you not know, Fonte? Why, we were 
hastening with Captain Held to rescue you of 
- course.” 
~ . “To rescue me? On my honor, I do not 
understand you, Emma.” — 

ere you not taken prisoner by the English 
this evening ?” 


“Not I, good cousin. I have never been a pris- 
oner in the hads of the enemv.” 

A few words uttered by the girl were quite 
sufficient to convince the young scout that she 
and his mother were the victims of a foul “plot, 

and that Captain Held had used his own name in 
order to entice them from Fontenoy and make 
Emma his wife as soon as possible. While urg- 
ing on his steed he addressed the girl again, 
however, saying: 

“But why this hasty marriage, good Emma?” 

“IT knew not what I was doing. Frank Held 


informed us that you were in the English lines . 


and condemned to death as a SDY, and he swore 
to set you free before morning.” 

“Then your hand and fortune were to be the 
rewards for saving my life?” 
“That was your mother’s suggestion, Fonte, 
and I obeyed her. Is it true that you were not 
taken prisoner by the English at all?” 
“Quite true, good Emma, but I fear that I will 
fall into the hands of the Dutch troopers now. 
Then I will be certain to suffer death, as I am 
within their lines in disguise. The dogs burned 


our house in the village tonight. 


“Let me dismount and save yourself, Fonte,” 
she cried, “as the horse will then bear you faster.” 


“It would make no difference, good: Emma, and > 


I will die ere I have to leave you in the power of 
that wretch!” 

Then he turned his horse into a thick woods. 

“Bend down over the horse’s neck now, so as 
to avoid the branches, arid fear not but we will 
escape them yet.” “ 

After they had proceeded a short distance 
-Fontenoy Farrell drew up and listened, and they 
could then hear the trampling of horses’ feet 
along the road beyond them, and he whispered 
to his companion, saying: 

“They have not missed us on the road in the 
darkness, and if we can gain the river path we 
can slip around the bridge and escape them. I 
must gain the French camp tonight at all haz- 
ards.” 

The young scout had searcely uttered the words 
when five or six dark forms darted along the 
path toward them, and before he could urge the 
horse on again a hand was on the bridle while 

a familiar voice cried out: 

“Surrender, you dog of a spy.” 

Releasing his hold on the young girl on the 
instant, Fontenoy Farrell struck at the speaker 
with his heavy stick, and Captain Frank Held 
went down before him the second time that night. 
The dashing young spy then sprang from the 
horse, leaving the trembling girl clinging around 
his neck, while four of the troopers on foot 
closed in on him brandishing their swords and 
threatening him with instant death if he did 
not surrender. He did succeed in knocking aside 
two of his foes, when Captain Frank Held sprang 
to his feet again, “and drawing a pistol he pointed, 
it at his young cousin’s breast. saying: 


\ 
Se ae a 


dart into the dense wood, as he yelled aloud: — 


the only weapon worn by the young scout wa 



















































. “Surrender, you rascally spy, or: TH put 
to death on the instant.” 
A seream of terror burst ‘from the young ei 3 
and she then cried: 2 ta 
“Oh, Frank, Prank Held, do: not fire on your. 
life, as that is our own cousin Fontenoy.” 
“Fontenoy Farrell!” exclaimed the: treacherous 
officer, as he stared at thg¢ rough figure befor 2 
him. “It is impossible, as he was a prisoner * LO= 
night in the English camp.” “ 
The diversion gave the young scout the chance 
he was looking for as his assailants drew bac 7 
a little at the moment, and he made a sudden % 


’ om 


“I am Fontenoy Farrell, you. treacherous do Re: 
and I will defeat you tonight yet.” “i 
“After him, men; he is- an impostor and a spy. 
Fire on him and bring him down.” a 

Fearing arrest in his character of a peasante ‘ 


the stout cudgel, which he had already used bid 
so much effect, and as he dashed along throv a 
the wood, with the cries of his pursuers ring n x 
in his ears, he said to himself: eB 
“Would that I had a pistol to put an’ end 1 : 
the career of that scoundrel. Can it be really 
possible that he believed I was a prisoner in ] 
hands of the English? I cannot understand hi 
actions, but he was always a designing dog.” 
Captain Held only sprang a few paces away 
from the young girl in the pursuit,. when he ran 
back to her again saying: 3 
“What a strange adventure, Emma! Is it po 
sible that that is Fonte Farrell?” 
“It is Fonte Farrell, and he declares that 
was not a prisoner in the hands of the Engl 
Captain Held. -Why have you so deceived u 
After calling back his men the young office 
led the horse, on which the young girl was still 
mounted, back toward the road, as he replied Ir 5 
the most earnest tones: : 
“On my honor, Emma, I was positive that 
was in the English camp to-night under senteny 
of death. I trust he will escape now, and I v 
fully explain myself*.when we return to 
tavern.” ia 
The young officer then turned to give orders 
to his troopers to hasten back to the tavern, and 
placing the young girl on his own splendid. hors 
said to her: ae 
“Dear Emma, the clergyman awaits us: ; 
and you will become my bride.” ; 
“Never!” rang out a shrill voice above th 


dark form, alighting behind the young girl 
Captain Held’s_ splendid charger, and hur 
that officer to the ground again, while the s: 
voice continued crying: 

“Now for the French camp, and then deat 
all lying rascals.” 

On the next instant, and: before the sta 
troopers could stop him, Fontenoy Farrel — 
dashing away on the fine steed,-with the yo 
girl before him. 





bear away the bride no one was more surpr: 
than his own simpleminded mother. _ On te ay 
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Bs his old home in the Seca Fontenoy had in- 
- formed his mother that he expected to be sent 
- out on another scouting trip soon after reaching 
the ‘French camp, and she looked for him to 
pass through the village before night-fall, al- 
- though there was another route that he could take 
on the other side of the river. Being very much 


F alarmed over the approach of the English army,. 


and fearing that a great battle would take place 
in the neighborhood, the: good womn was busy 
at work that night with Emma in preparing to 
E move to the camp of the Irish Brigade when 
oe Held and his Dutch troopers dashed sud- 
_denly into the village. Mrs. Farraell was not 
_ alarmed at the appearance of her young relative, 
even though he was fighting against her son. 
f While Mrs. Farrell knew that her son did not 
_ like Frank she was not aware that they had ever 
_ quarreled, and she had always treated her young 

_ Felative with extreme kindness and courtesy. 


' Captain Held and his men rode strainght to 

. Mrs Farrell’s house without stopping, and the 
fe young man at once dismounted and entered the 
_ house, where he was received with the. usual 
= kindness. He then hastened ‘to inform his cousin 
Be that Fontenoy had been captured as a spy by 
@i the. advancing English that evening, that the 
_ allied armies would occupy Fontenoy and the 
neighboring country on the following morning, 
and that the village would certainly be destroyed. 
The good woman was fearfully agitated about 
her brave son, and so was Emma. Captain 
_ Held also intimated that the mother of the spy 
would suffer, unless under the protection of 
- one in favor with the English generals. In a 
word, the scheming rascal so worked on the 
at a of the timid women that mney were only 
‘ The peal 
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EH “had consented to become the captain’s bride, as 
a a reward for his rescuing Fontenoy Farrell from 
_ the hands of the English. Captain Held really 
a: ‘belived that the young scout was in the power of 
a the English, and that he was condemned to die 
on the following morning. When he swore to 
rescue the condemned youth, however, Captain 
oo Frank Held had not the slightest thought of 
fulfilling his promise. When Captain Held and 
about a dozen of his troopers rode away in pur- 
i suit of the daring intruder who had carried off 
the promised bride, Mrs. Farrell and the clergy- 
man anxiously awaited their return in the main 
apartment of the tavern. While the anxious 
mother was thus waiting a strong body of 
fy English dragoons rode up to the tavern and 
halted there. A rough voice then was heard 
ie outside, crying: 
zt. “Bring the prisoner in here.” 
An Engplish officer then entered the tavern, 
followed by four dragoons, dragging a young 
man with them. On seeing the prisoner Mrs. 
; Farrell sprang at him on the instant and flung 
; s around his neck, while she exclaimed: 


«My dear son, my Fontenoy, they must not 


mt you to death.” 
The young prisoner repulsed the woman as_ 
eel as he could with his arms bound behind 
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him, while he glared at -her with deep. disgust | 


as he cried: 

“You are mistaken, woman, as I have no 
mother. Is this a part of the plot to ruin me?” 

The agitated woman started back in amaze- 
ment at being thus repulsed, while the English 
officer seized her by the arm, saying: 

“One moment, madam. What is your name 
and where do you come from, as I see that you 
are a traveler!” 

The anxious mother did not answer on the 
moment as she was staring at the youth who 
had denied her, while officer again demanded: 
“Speak out, madam. What is your name and 
where do you come: from?” 

“My name is Farrell, sir.’ 

A satisfied smile appeared on the officer's 
grim face as he demanded: 


“Ts that young man your son?” 

“I was certain he was my son when I embraced 
him, but I am in doubt now.” 

“That doubt will not save the prisoner’s life, 

you may be certain, madam. Have you a son, 
and what is his name?” 


Without replying to the question the perplexed 


woman advanced-close to the prisoner again: and 
stared at his eyes ere | she cried: 

“That is not my son.’ 

“Beware, woman! You are the wife of a 
rebel Irish officer, and you will receive no mercy 
at our hands. It is useless for you to deny your 
son here, as he has been recognized by several 
who know him to be a scout and a spy in the 
service of the French. His name is Fontenoy 
Farrell, and he will die in his native village in 
the morning:” 


“And I tell you that you are mistaken, Colonel 
Barron,” cried the youg man. “My name is 


Gilbert Bronson, I am a native of Brussels, and — 


I have never been connected with the French 
army. If I am put to death as a spy you will re- 
gret it.” 

“Heaven ba" praised,” cried Mrs. Farrell, “it 
is not my son at all, and my brave Fontenoy is 
safe. I pity you, good youth, as you do resemble 
him so much. It is extraordinary.” 

“This farce will not save your son, madam, 
as we are assured of his identify. His cousin, 
Captain Held, besides several others, recognized 
him tonight,” said the English officer.” 

“Why, here is Captain Held now,” cried the 
woman, as that officer strode into the tavern, 
saluting the English officer before he turned 
to stare at the prisoner. 


“Captain Held,” cried the English colonel, 


“is not this person the French scout and spy” 


known as Fontenoy Farrell?” 

“There is a mistake, Coloner Barron. That 
person is not Fontenoy Farrell, as I have good 
reason to know. If vou will oblige me with a 
private interview I will explain matters.” 

The baffled man then drew the Englishman 
aside and gave him an account of his adventures 
with the darling young scout of the Irish Brigade, 
being very careful in the meantime not to ex- 
plain -his own private motives in bearing away 
Mrs. Farrell and the young girl. Colonel Barron 
was astonished at the audacity of the young 
scout, and he said: 


“Then ‘the rascal will give information of our — 
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advance to the enemy, as he was certain ‘to have 

picked up news while loitering in your track.” ° 
ent: a clatter of hoofs was -heard outside at the 
2 moment, and Captain Held — ran to the door, 

crying: 

“Here are my men back now.’ 

“And we bear a prisoner Gus us, captain,” 
cried one of the Dutch troopers. “It is the rascal 
who stole away the girl.” — 

A cry of exultation burst from Captain Held 
as he sprang out into the road, while Mrs. Far- 
rell. gasped out in piteous tones: 

“Tt is my dear son.’ : 

It was real Fontenoy ane who was soon 
led into the tavern as a prisoner by the Dutch 
troopers, who were followed by Captain Held, 
crying: . 

“Where is the young girl?” 


The young scout of the Irish Brigade laughed | 


in derision, ere he responded: 

“Your dear bride is safe in the French camp 
ere now, Frank Held, and she will inform 
Marshall Saxe of: the advance of the English to 
surprise him.” 

_ “We. have the real Fontenoy Farrell snow, 
colonel, and..you will know how to deal with him,” 
said Frank Held: The words were spoken in 
such low tones that the others could not over- 
hear them, and Colonel Barron smiled in assent, 

as he responded: 

“We will settle. with the fellow.” 

The grim English officer then turned to Fon- 
tenoy Farrell, saying: 

“Then you admit, prisoner, that you are in 
the service of the French? 7 

“IT am in the service of the Irish Brigade, as 

-my brave father was before me.’ 

“And you. were taken as a spy wpithin our 
‘lines ?” 

“T was taken while rescuing a young lady from 
the hands of a scoundrel who lied to her in the 
most shameful manner for his own vile pur- 
poses.” 

The brave young scout then turned on Captain 

_ Held, saying: 
“When you purchase another horse, Frank 
Held, see that he is heavy enough to carry double 
at full speed. I was in a fair way of escaping 
to-night, only that the steed was faltering under 
Emma and I, and*it was all important that she 
should escape from one who was It tae! her in 
order to thoroughly protect her.” 

“Out with the impudent shed and hang him 
on the nearest tree,” cried Colonel Barron. 

“Spare my brave son,’ cried Mrs. Farrell, as 


she sprang forward and clasped her arms around | 


Fontenoy’s neck. “Oh, good Frank, plead for 


your cou sin.’ 


The young’ scout was torn from his mother’s. 


embrace and led out as he cried: | 

“Don’t despair, mother, as I will live to fight 
against the English tyrants yet. Long live 
France and the Irish, Brigade!’ 

‘The poor woman attemvted to follow her brave 
son, but the soldiers held her back, while Colonel 
Barron turned to. the other prisoner, saying: 


: will be kept under arrest until I am certain that 
you. are not connected with that young. viper. 
What alarm is that out 
7 sounds thus hear 
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here ?” . 
were the tramping - 


' madden the lads of the Irish Brigade, and the 


“You had a narrow escape, young sir, and you _ 





























horses and ‘the clashing of steel, and. the cries 
ringing out on the’ stormy night were: a 
“Strike for France and Erin, boys!” © 
“Clear the way for the boys of/ the Irish 
Brigade!” : 
When Mrs. Farrell heard’ the joyful shouts. 
she clapsed her’ hands and exclaimed: is 
“Dear Fontenoy is saved! Heaven bless. my ; 
old friends of the Irish Brigade!” 
Then loud above the din of the strife and the 
storm. outside arose the voice of the dashing, 
‘young scout as he thundered forth: 3 
To the rescue, brave friends of the Irish | 3 
Brigade! On through the English dogs and save. % 
a comrade from the hangman’s rope!” “oe 
When Fontenoy Farrell was compelled to save % 
his cousin from capture bv springing from the — 
horse, which ‘could not bear them both in safety 
the young girl obeyed his advice and rode 
the village of Fontenoy as fast as she could. 
The young scout. endeavored to eseape into the 
wood, but the troopers were too close on him, © 
and he was overpowered after knocking two of — 
them down with his heavy cudgel. 
ma Held arrived ‘at 
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the English and capture. of the young scout. — 
Two hundred men were at once sent forward to 
the rescue. And those were the gallant fellows 
now charging to the rescue of Fontenoy Farrel 

The troopers under Colonel Barron fully equaled 
the men of the Irish Brigade ji in point of number: 


long dash of their enemies in the darkness. 0 
the storm. 





~ 


customed to obey all orders in the promptest _ 
manner, and in the face of all dangers. A 
larger apple tree stood in the center of the 
garden, and under it the four troopers dragged — 
Fontenoy Farrell, one of them holding his hand — 
on the brave young fellow’s mouth so ‘that 
could not call out to his fighting comrades 
the road. \The boys of the Irish Brigade dro 
their foes before them at the first onset, forei 
them back in front of the tavern, but Colo 
Barron rallied his men_ right gallantly and the 
made a brave stand. The Dutch-troopers unde 
Captain Held rode out from the stable at t 

same time, and set on with stubborn courage, 
as if eager to show their English allies the 

could rely on them in the coming campaign. The 
stout opposition thus encountered seemed | t 


pressed on with. redoubled fury, shouting thei 
fierce native war-cries with a vim that was onl 


onslaught, and they broke and: fled in 
bearing. their captain with them. On ee 
the furious boys of the Irish ‘Brigade, a 
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_ before them reeled their ancient foes. In the 
_ meantime Fontenoy Farrell was suffering tor- 
ures in the hands of his enemies. The brave 
young fellow could feel the rope around his neck, 
he could hear the mad shouts of his gallant 
friends as they forced back their stubborn foes, 
and he could imagine the anguish of his poor 
mother in that scene of strife. The young scout 
felt the rope tightening around his neck as he 
wung from the limb of the tree, and he strug- 
gled in a frantic manner, in the hope of bursting 
the cords on his arms, as he groaned to himself: 
“Oh, it is awful to die thus, and my gallant 
riends driving the enemy before them. Heaven 
send me relief very soon or I’ll choke.” 

: _As if in answer to his prayer, a form glided out 

















gleaming steel flashed against the rope above 
ie head, and a friendly voice rang in his ear, 


“You must not die thus, brave young man.” 
Sag 7 was the young man who had been 
taken for th 

troopers during the excitement of the onset. 
ontenoy Farrell dropped on the ground at first, 
ile the young man hastened to take the rope 
rom his neck as he continued: 

“Rouse yourself and join in the fray with 










































avage hounds before them.” 

“May Heaven forget me if I ever forget you, 
iy good friend.” 

ic ‘That was nothing to do. Let us hasten to 
oin in the fray, and strike a blow or two at 
he cruel English dogs.” 

_ And right into the height of the conflict dashed 
‘ontenoy Farrell with his young preserver by 
is side, striking and shouting with the best of 
1e gallant lads: 

“One more dash, boys, and we will break 
hrough them,“ cried the Irish leader, who was 
- powerful man, and who was_known in the 
rigade as Fighting O’Falvey. The boys of the 
ish Brigade did make a last furious dash, and 
ell-mell before them went the English horse- 
nen. Young Bronson entered into the spirit 
f the contest as if fighting for dear itself, pres- 
if on in the hope. of encountering Colonel 
rron, while he muttered: 

‘Would that I could cross swords with that 
ck wretch, and I would pay him for his cruel 
atment.’ 

The young stranger did manage to fight his 
y right to the front of the English colonel, 
d he struck at him with great fury, crying: 
‘Have at you now, you cruel dog!” 

Colonel Barron recognized the voice of his 
youthful assailant, and he parried the fierce cut 
with great skill, as he cried: 

_ “Ha, young spy, and so you have escaped to 
fight with the enemy?” 

LS the Englishman spoke he made a desperate 
ish in turn, and - the career of the young 
anger would have closed forever if Fontenoy 
a had not epuened between them, as he 
















‘shes \ ee then wheeled his horse to 
_the English officer, when the men. of the 
gorieade burst. in on them, and— Colonel 


FONTENOY 


blast also, and though he was one of the greatest 


our gallant comrades, who are now driving the- 


FARRELL. 


demoralized troopers, which is a little while be. 
was able to rally. Captain Held rode back on 
the road at the moment as he cried aloud: 
“Three companies of your regiment to the 
rescue, Colonel Barron.” 
Captain O’Falvey heard the enemy’s bugle 


/ 


dare-devils in the Irish Brigade, he called a. 
halt in the pursuit, crying: 

“They are coming at us in force, boys, and I | 
have orders to fall back in that event. Retreat 
in good order, and load again.” 


They wera galloping back at full speed ate 


the time, and Fontenoy looked eagerly around 


to discover his new friend, as he cried aloud: 

“Where’s the brave lad who cut me down from 
the tree where I was hanging?” 

There was no response to the question, while 
Captain O’Falvey cried: 
_ “At the double quick, lads as they run after 

us, in full force now.” 

The English troopers under Colonel Barron 
were pressing on in overpowering numbers, while 
about a mile after them swept the rest of his 
regiment. The English horsemen were pushin; 
forward to seize the village of Fontenoy, an 
their gallant colonel was also eager to avenge 
himself on the men of the Irish Brigade for his 
late defeat. The young scout soon discovered 
that he had a splendid horse under him, and he 
pushed on at full speed, thinking the while of 
his mother and of the brave young stranger, as 


_he said to himself: 


“TI must take mother back with us, and I trust 
in goodness the brave lad did not fall in the 
strife, as I hope to repay him for his kind act 
ere long.” 

The young scout did succeed in bearing his 
mother away from the tavern on one of the 
English horses captured near the village, and the 
clergyman accompanied them on a steed taken 
in the same manner. On reaching a shelter in 
the village the clergyman drew Fontenoy aside 
and asked: 

“What has become of the young stranger?” 

_“T fear that he has fallen into the hands of 
the English, sir, as when I last saw him he was 
pressing on in the pursuit.” 

“Did you know the youth?” 

“T did not, sir, but I am most anxious to serve 
him if possible.” 

: “T know the youth, and it is your duty to serve 

im.” > 

“Pray, who is he, sir?” 

“That young man is Prince Charles Stuart, 
known in England as the Pretender, but who is 
the rightful heir to the throne of Great Britain.” 

“Ts it possible, sir?” 

“It is the truth, as certain as there is a 
Heaven above us. If the noble young man is 
discovered by the English general he will be ° 
put to death, and you must save him.” 

Fontenoy Farrell did not wait to hear much 


more, as he darted off to seek an interview with 


his colonel. In less than a quarter of an hour 
afterward the dashing young scout was riding 


out of his native village with five picked men of 


the regiment, and they were all mounted on 
splendid horses. The leader of ‘the party was” 
Fighting O’Falvey, while Fontenoy Farrell was 


the guide and scout. The. young scout, had) phen Se 
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fided ‘the sn to his colonel only, and none of. 
those with him knew that they were going -in. 


- quest of the rightful. heir to the throne of Eng- 
land. The young man calling himself Gilbert 
Bronson was actually a_prisoner in the hands of 
the English. When Captain O’Falvey called. his 
men off from the pursuit the voung stranger 
found that he could not check the good horse 
under him, and he was borne.right into the ranks 
of the enemy before could control the animal. 


He was then made prisoner and conveyéd back | 


-. to the tavern under a guard, Colonel Barron not 

having time to deal with him while pusuing the 
retreating horsemen of the Irish Brigade. On 
striving in turn to retreat from Fontenoy, the 
English colonel did not halt his regiment until 
he reached the tavern where his young prisoner 
was confined. Feeling in a very disgusted mood, 
the English officer soon turned his attention to 
his prisoner, crying: 


“And now, you knave, we will deal with you! 


Can you deny that you were taken with arms in 
your hand fighting against us?” 

ay do not. deny that I was fighting against 
you.” 

“Fighting against me, you young scoundrel ? 

What do vou mean by that expression?” 
_ “TI mean that I sought an encounter with you, 
in order to avenge myself on vou for the gross in- 
sults you had offered me when I was a helpless 
prisoner in your hands. I then told you that you 
were mistaken in taking me for a spy, and even 
when you ascertained the truth, you still insulted 
me by keeping me a prisoner. You are a miser- 
able wretch, and a disgrace to your profession.” 

The enraged officer drew back, 
foot the while as he cried: 

“Out with the knave and hang him to the 
nearest tree, and be certain that you make a 
sure job of it this time, as I am now assured 
that the fellow is a French spy. Away with him, 
and not another word.” 

The soldiers dragged the young man out of the 
tavern, and he was soon standing in the very 
spot where he had rescued Fontenoy Farrell. 





CHAPTER VI—Could they rescue the prince 


* Charles Edward. Stuart was the heroic grand- 
son of the most cowardly king that ever reigned 
on the throne of England. The cowardly king 
was dethroned and driven out of England by a 
Dutch ‘prince who was his own son-in-law, and 
the Stuarts never reigned there after. The son 
of the miserable king made several attempts to 
recover his throne, and so did the young man 
who was taken prisoner by Coloner Barron near 
Fontenoy on that stormy night. Bonnie Prince 
Charley, as he was called by some of his fol- 
lowers, was adored by a large number of the 
people of Scotland. He was a great favorite 
with Irish exiles in the service of France, and he 
had a great number of friends in England who 
would gladly see him on his grandfather’s throne. 
When the war broke out between France and 
England young Charley Stuart was residing in a 
small town in Flanders, and he was on his way 
to the French camp in disguise when he was 
taken as a spy by the. English troopers. 
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dreasedl in the es of a Flemish peasant he dia 
bear a very close resemblance to young. Fontenoy 
Farrell when the young scout: was arrayed in 
similar garments. When the young prisoner was — Ee. 
first taken Captain Held saw him in the hands — 4 
of his captors, and it was that jealous officer who 
had informed Colonel Barron that he had secured 
the boldest scout and spy in the French army. 
Very soon after sending the voung man out to 
execution, Colonel Barron regretted his hasty 
action, as something whispered to him that he 
was dealing with a person of some importance. 
He then sent a messenger out to stop the hang- 
ing, and ordered the prisoner to be safely 
guarded. The English colonel was then about © 
to rest for a few hours, when one of his men ap- 
peared in the tavern, announcing the arrival of 
a messenger from the French camp bearing a 
fiag of truce. Colonel Barron ordered that the 
messenger should be conducted to him, and Cap- 
tain O’Falvey was soon standing in the tavern ~ 
before his late antagonist. eae 
“Colonel Barron, I was sent to offer” you terms 
regarding a prisoner you took to-night.” 
“What prisoner do you allude to, sir?” eae 
“I allude to a young man whom you arrested 
to-night aS a SPY, and who is called Gilbert 
Bronson.” 4 
“Well, sir, what about him?” er 
“IT was sent to tell you by my colonel that we 
took-a captain of yours prisoner to-night, and 
we are ready to exchange him for the young man 
at once, if you are willing to do it.” ~ ae 
“It appears to me. sir, that you and your col- 
onel are very ignorant of the rules’ of war.’ Jeng 
“By my faith, sir, we don’t study the rules — 
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much, but we are not very much backward in the — 5 
practice, as you may judre from what you saw 
to-night.” ‘1 's 
“You did not wait for a second, or you might pes 
have a different story to tell.” ae 
“On my honor, sir, I would be delighted to 4 


give you a round or two every night, or day, for . 4 
that matter, but I had my orders to fall back 
when meeting more than two te one against us. ~ 


change the young man for Captain Travers?” a 

“T regret that I cannot grant your modest re- 
quest. The fact of your coming here for him 
with such an offer demonstrates that he is a 
spy, and— 


“On the honor of a soldier, Colonel Barton, 
interrupted the Irishman, “I swear that he is ft 
not a spy.’ . 

“Does your colonel know who he is?” 

~“T suppose he does, or he would not take the 
trouble to send me here after him.” a 

“Tell your colonel that I decline to exchange 3 
prisoners. I will now bid you good-night, or — es 
good-morning, rather, and I trust that we may aa 
soon meet on horseback again.’ Pa a 

Fighting O’Falvey then retreated from the ve 
tavern, and he was led away outside the English — ‘ay 
lines. Colonel Barron at once ordered the young 
prisoner to be brought before him. When they. a 
were alone in the bar-room, the cunning officer — 2. 
drew near his prisoner with a knowing smile on_ el 
his face, and addressed him in confidential ae . 
as he said to him: , na 

“And so I have a person of some importance _ 
to deal with in you, sir?” ree 
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“You are a very modest young man, 


he 
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_  *T am of no importance to any save my own 


family, yet I trust that I will be able to repay. 
you for your insults ere Jong.” . 


x6 but you 


are not a-good actor.. If you desire to keep 


'- your indentity concealed, you should not have 


- ~ 
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‘made yourself known to your Irish friends to- 


night.” 


_“T was not aware that I had any Irish friends. 


+ Will you tell me who you allude to?” 
. “T allude to those whom you fought with to- 


might. It is folly or your part to deny who you 
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are, as I am already aware of it.” 

“Tf you know who I am, Colonel Barron, why 
I solemnly assure 
you that I do not know any of the men I charged 
with to-night. Be also pleased to remember that 


I did not strike a blow in that charge except 
_ when I strove to cut you down.” 


“Whoever you may be, sir, remember that I 


be defy you. I will take you before the Duke of 
pr Cumberland in the morning and he will deal with 
-_ Finding that he could not make much .out of 
his prisoner Colonel Barron dismissed him again, 
es giving special orders that. he should be strictly 


guarded. While the interview was taking place 


a pair of prying eyes were peering in at them 
from the back window, and when the disguised 
prince was led away to one of the deserted cot- 
tages near the tavern those eyes still followed 


him, while the owner of them muttered to him- 


self, saying: 


ed? 
- sure_as my name is fontenoy Farrell.” 


fined. 


“Can we save the prince before he is recogniz- 
Of course we can, and we will do it too, as 


As the bold young spy thus muttered he stole 


away into the little garden, keeping his eyes 


fixed on the cottage where the prisoner was con- 
Fontenoy Farrell.then moved cautiously 


_ toward the rear of the cottage, and soon found 


himself peering in at a small window. He could - 
then perceive Prince Charley seated near a table, 


with his arms still bound behind him, while two 
of the dragoons were stretched on rude benches 


near him, and dozing away as if weary. 


The 


bold young scout could see that the prince was 


oir 
‘mood. 
toy ftime, Fontenoy raised the window’ a little and 
commenced to whistle, in a very low key, an old 
_$eotch air which was very popular with the fol- 
lowers of Prince Charley. 
_to whistle the air, and the prince turned his eyes 
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wide awake, and that he was in a thoughtful 


After watching and listening for some 
Fontenoy continued 


ES (Te | 
_Fontenoy did not answer in words, but he 


changed the air on the instant and commenced 
another, which served to tell the. prince that he 


ad a faithful friend at hand who was. ready to 


_ .serve him. While the daring scout continued to 
_ whistle the second air, the prisoner glanced at 
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the dragoons again, and he turned his bound 


“If the cords were cut, I would be with you.” 
_ The appeal was not lost on Fontenoy. Gliding 
through the window, and drawing forth a large 
knife at the same time, he approached the prince 
as he whispered to him: ee tag 
Nor a word, sir, but follow me.” 
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‘the cottage door 


The cords were soon cut, and then Fontenoy _ 7 


stole back to the window.as he whispered: 

“Move with great caution.” | 

Before the daring scout could reach the window 
»0r was flung open and Colonel 
Barron strode in, crying: 

“What is this?” 

Fontenoy Farrell saw on the instant that they 
could not escape through the window, and he 
turned to the prince, crying: ; 

“Seize a sword and out with me.” 

As the brave fellow spoke he madeia dash for 
one of the dragoons’ swords lying on the table, 
and then aimed a blow at Colonel Barron. The 


astonished officer did not have time to draw his - 


own weapon when he was hurled to the floor. 
The young scout then dashed out of the door, as 
he cried to the prince: 
“Follow me.” o é 
The sentinel outside was on the alert when 
Fontenoy sprang out, and he pressed his bayonet 
at him, as he cried: : 
“Who comes there?” : AES 
The young scout struck the weapon aside with 
a ae of a saber, = he answered: 
‘A foe, of course. ear the way for 
of the Irish Brigade.” per oe 
That sentinal did clear the way in short order, 
as another sweep of the saber stretched him on 
the ground, and then over him sprang Fontenoy, 
followed by the fugitive prince. _ ae 
Colonel Barron was not injured by the blow he 
had received, and he was soon on his feet again, 
and rushing from the cottage, also crying: 
“Treachery in our lines! Guard all the roads 
and paths! Pursue the fugitives, and to horse!” 
; Almost. on the instant all was dire confusion 
in the village. On striking down the sentinel 
before the cottage the young scout seized Prince 
Charley by the right arm and drew him toward 
the little garden in the rear as he said to him 
in low tones: 46 
“Come with me, and run as fast as you can if 
you would escape.” 


Charley pressed the hand of his brave friend 


And do. 


as he responded:. 

“A million thanks, my gallant friend! 
you know me?” . 

“Never mind about that now, sir. Let us use 
legs and not our tongues, as the swords may have 


. to work lively before we have time for explana- 


tions.” =, 
} es eat 


CHAPTER VII.—Saddles and sword for it 


Prince Charley was an active young mf&n. and 
he did press on with his brave friend with great 
speed. Dashing through the little garden, they 
soon reached the edge of the wood, and then 
Fontenoy drew up a little to listen, saving: ; 

“They are after us, horse .and foot, but we 


have some friends near that can use the sword — 


in fine style on a pinch.” 
"Where are your friends, my gallant friends?” 
On here in the wood, sir. Push on now again, 


as the rascals behind us are coming fast on us.” 


On through the wood they dashed again, with 
their pursuers yelling behind them, while along 


e road, as if to cut them off from the village > 
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of Fontenoy, galloped Colonel Barron with a x 





strong force of his enraged dragoons, all eager 
to slay the daring spy who had so bravely defied 
them. Fighting O’Falvey heard the commotion 
along the road as he waited with his companions 
at the other end of the wood, and he turned to 
them, saying: 

“By the great gun of Athlone, but that devil of 
a scout is up to some mischief in the village, 
and he will give us some work in the bargain.” 

“Could he have the face to attempt the rescue 
of the prisoner alone, captain?” asked one of the 
men, as they heard. the cries of the pursuing 
dragoons drawing nearer in the wood. 

“He has the pluck for anything, and here he 
comes now with someone.” 

Fontenoy dashed out on them at the moment 
e still holding the prince by the hand, as he cried 

to his expectant friends: 
“TY have got him, lads, and now to mount and 
away, ere they eat us up.” 


“Bravo for you, my lads,” replied Fighting 
O’Falvey. “Who comes here?” 

Four of the dragoons on’ foot were rushing 
out of the wood after the fugitives at the mo- 
ment, and Fontenoy at once turned on them as 
he cried: 

“They are foes, and at them, friends!” 

The other lads of the brigade were mounted at 
the time, and they at once made a dash at the 
dragoons, Fontenoy leading the way. The Eng- 

lish believed that they assailed by a much 
stronger force, and they beat a hasty retreat 
back into the wood without waiting to exchange 

‘blows, yelling for succor at the same time. Fond 

as he was of fighting, Captain O’Falvey called 

back his men, saying: 

“Our enemies are out on the road before us in 
force, and mounted as well, and we must look 
to them. To the saddle, all of you, and then 
for the sword.” 
~ Young Fontenoy hastened to mount the prince 
on a spare horse as he said to him: 

“Your name is still Gilbert Bronson, if you like, 
sir, and look to yourself well.” 

When they were all mounted and ready for the 
road, Fighting O’Falvey turned to the young 
scout, saying: 

“You know all the roads and paths around 
here, of course, my lad? 

"Tt do captain.” 

“We will have to an main road back to the 
village of Fontenoy?” 

“We can make a wide detour through the wood 

back of us here, Captain O’Falvey.” 
=e “How many miles would that be out ‘the way, 

think you, fy lad?” 

| “Six at least, sir.” ~ 

Fighting O’Favey knew that Colonel Barron 
had a strong force to oppose them out on the 
road leading to Fontenoy, yet he said: 

“That way will never do, and we must slash 
through the rascals out there for it. Keep to- 
gether, my lads, and we’ll out at them.” 


The word was quietly given. and out toward 
the road moved teh little partv.. They soon gain- 
ed the high-road, ‘and the rain was falling in 
torrents again. Colonel Barron and his party 
had ridden some distance to cut off the fugitives, 
when the cries of the dragoons in the wood caus- 
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ed them toa halt and turn .back. As the lads of 

















































the Irish Brigade rode on with the poor prince, | Oe 
their enemies dashed back against them, Colonel _ 4 
Barron, crying: ies 

Charge on the saat and give them the sword, 
Spare the prisoner and the spy.” 

One glance at the on-coming foe told Fighting - 
O’Falvey that he was outnumbered as four to 4 
one, at least; vet he did not pause a moment, © 
but set spurs to his horse, grasping sword and — 
pistol as he yelled aloud at the top of his voice: 

“One volley with the pistols,-and at them oo 
the steel, lads! Charge for France and dear old — 
Ireland, my brave boys!” 

Even as Fighting Falvey was sending forthe 
his war cry he was in among his foes. Right on 4 
with their gallant leader pressed the others ata 
full gallop, and so impetuous was the onset that — 
they burst through the English dragoons without — 
receiving a serious wound. Then on spurred. the a 
Irish lads, shouting back defiance at their 
enemies, and Fontenoy Farrell still rode beside _ 
the prince, as the latter cried: i 


“That was bravely done, indeed.” 

“And mav we soon charge with vou in better 
style even, good sir,’ responded Fontenoy, in a 
joyful tones: “Now for our camp,” and off went — a 
the Irish Brigade. 

“Ride faster and faster, boys!” cried Fighting “iy 
O’Falvey, “or we will have to wheel and face — 
the rogues at great odds again.” 

“And ’tis little you’d care for that same odds,” _ 
remarked one of his men to the comrade beside 4 
him, “if you had only yourself to think about.” o 

Fighting O’Falvey did turn in his saddle again 
at the moment, crying: fe 


“Draw: back your men, Colonel Barron, and? = 
I'll fight it out with yourself for the honor of 
the good land that bore us.” as 

“Press on, press on, and they are ours,” was 
the English colonel’s reply. | 4 

Captain O’ Falvey saw that the enemy woul] 
be in on them in a few minutes and he was about | 
to give the order to wheel and charge back at | 
them, when a bugle blast rang out on the road — 
eee of them, and he sent up a shout of jov ere a 

e crie ; 


“Friends to the rescue, my brave boys. Now 
we will see if they’ll stand and fight us with am 
equal numbers, or turn and fly.” a 

Colonel Barron heard the bugle blast also, and 4 
he knew from it that other foes were coming 
at him. Yet on in the“pursuit he pressed, velling: 

“One good dash, and we’ll crush the insolent 
rascals ere we retreat.” es 

At that exciting moment, when brave fviewae 
were drawing near, Fortenoy Farrell’s horse 
stumbled and he fell under him, and the daring 
young scout was flung into the ditch at the side 
of the road. On swept Prince Charley and the 
Irish horsemen, and the English were down on 
Fontenoy before his friends could even wheel ia 
about to rescue him. . 


“We must retreat now, 
powered. Who have you there?” 


“It is the young spy, colonel,“ answered one ig 
of the dragoons who had dismounted to secure 


ne a 





- maintain his secret. 





from the English colonel as he turned his horse 
o retreat, exclaiming: | 
“Bring him along and ride at full. speed. I 
swore to hang him, and I will keep my oath!” 
And back dashed the English dragoons, with 
brave Fontenoy as their prisoner. Then back 
after them rode Fighting O’Falvey and a score 
of his men, their leader crying: : 
_ “To the rescue of our dashing scout, boys!” 


CHAPTER VIII.—Mustering for the battle. 


“It was morning in the village of Fontenoy, and 


_all the French troops intending to give battle to 


the allied armies were on the march. At the 
dawn of day the inhabitants of the peaceful 
villace were notified to leave their homes, as the 
French officers declared it more than probable 
that the main struggle would center in and 
around that place. Mrs. Farrell and Emma Held 
did not sleep a wink on the previous night, as 
they were anxious about the fate of young Fon- 
tenoy. A little before the break of day, Captain 


O’Falvey and the young stranger calling himself 


Gilbert Bronson paid a visit to the anxious 
woman and Emma at the friend’s house where 
they were stopping. On casting a first glance 


on the young stranger. Mrs. Farrell gave a joy- 


ous cry of welcome, believing that he was Fonte- 
noy, and bitter was the disappointment when 
Captain O’Falvey informed her that her brave 
young’ son was a prisoner in the hands of the 


_-English. A deep groan escaped from Mrs. Far- — 
> yell as well as from the .young girl, while the 
good-hearted soldier tried to cheer them by 


saying: 

“But don’t despair about Fontenoy, madam, as 
the dear lad has great luck, and he will be sure 
to give them the slip in time to join-us in the 
great battle coming on.” 

After while the ‘good-natured [Irish officer 
hastened away and Prince Charley remained with 
the two women. The noble Young prince was 
jn a very peculiar position at the time. Al- 


though he was beloved by the officers and men of 


the Irish Brigade, and feeling assured of a:-warm 
welcome from the French king and General Saxe, 
he had decided not to: make himself known to 
them, and he had requested the Irish colonel to 
With the exception of that 
Trish colonel, the clergyman, Mrs. Farrell and 


- . Emma, no one in Fontenoy or in the French army 
_ Was aware that the rightful heir to the English 


thone was in the vicinity. Mrs. Farrell and Em- 


a ma Held had been informed by the old clergy- 


man of the true rank of the disguised prince, and 
when they found themselves alone with him they 
became very nervous in the presence of one who 
May one dav become the actual king of England. 
Prince Charley addressed them in very kindly 
tones, however, saying: . 

. “My dear ladies, I cannot tell you how much 
I have become attached to the noble youth who 
has faced death in my behalf. If you go to the 
English camp in his behalf I beg leave to ac- 
company you.” : 
. Mrs. Farrell and Emma both started at the 
proposition, and the former exclaimed: 

“Noble sir, you know. not what you say! 
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Think of the consequences to you if you should 
be recognized by your English enemies.” . 

“Your brave son did not think of the con- 
sequences when he ventured into the English 
camp in my behalf, and I would be a coward, 
indeed, if I hesitated to hasten to his aid. Be 
kind enough to remember that I am not a prince 
at present, and that my-name is Gilbert Bron- 
son.’ , 

Before Mrs. Farrell could offer any further 
remonstrances the distinguished prince hastened 
away to seek the Irish colonel who knew his 
secret, and whom he soon prevailed on to pro- 
cure him a pass out of the French lines. Fear- 
ing that some of the inhabitants of Fontenoy may 
give information to the French enemy, the 
French general ordered them to retire behind the- 
French lines, and Mrs. Farrell and her friends 
alone were permitted to proceed in the direction 
of the English camp. When Fontenoy Farrell 
was flung into the ditch by the stumbling horse 
he received-a shock that rendered him insensible 
for a time, The horse was soon on his feet again. 
while two of the English troopers \hastened to 
fling the insensible lad on his back. As they. 
dashed back toward the village. two of the Eng- 
lish riders held his limp form_on the horse for 
awhile, but when they broke into the advancing 
column Colonel Barron called a halt, and the 
troopers strapped their victim on the back of the 
animal. On reaching the tavern from which they 
had started out the English colonel ordered his 
prisoner to be placed under a strong guard, say- 
ing: 

“After u few hours’ rest we will deal with the 
young dog as he deserves.” 

When the troopers attempted to lift Fontenoy 
from the horse they found that his body was quite 
stiff, while his face, which was fearfully dis- 
figured with mud and blood, presented all the ap- 
pearance of death. One of the troopers at once 
hastened to Colonel Barron, saying: 

“Colonel, the prisoner is dead.” 

“Are you quite certain of that?” 

“We are quite certain, colonel, as his body is 
quite stiff, and there is not a breath of life in it.” 

“Then fling the dog’s carcass into a ditch, and 
he has saved the hangman a job in the morning.” 

The rough troopers did fling Fontenoy into a 
ditch without much ceremony, and they then. 
hastened away to rest before the battle. The 


dashing young scout had received a severe shock, 


but he was neither dead nor insensible when the 
troopers flung him into the ditch. When all was 
quiet around him Fontenoy raised his head a lit- 
tle, drew @ flask from his pocket and drank some 
of the contents ere he muttered to himself: . 

“That was a narrow escape, and it was fortun- 
ate that I thought of playing dead. Now, to steal 
away from here and then to get back to the 
camp.” 

The young fellow managed to crawl out of the 
ditch and into the little garden at the side of 
the tavern, but he soon found that his limbs trem- 
bled under him, and he took another swig out of 
the bottle, looking carefully around at the same 
time, as he said to himself: 3 

“I can never get back without a horse, and 
the road to Fontenoy is packed with English 
dragoons now. The great battle will soon be- 
fought, and I must have-a hand in it.” a= 
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3 The weary youth then drew back into the 
garden with the intention of skirting around 
through the wood, and then crossing the country 
on foot until he passed the advanced lines of the 
enemy. His totterine limbs refused to serve him, 
however, and he was soon compelled to lie down 
- in the shelter of some. bushes, groaning in agony 
the while. Extreme weariness soon overpowered 
the strong and active lad, and he sank into a 
- sound and refreshing slumber. When Fontenoy 
Farrell awoke again he could perceive that the 
day was well advanced, and that there was a 
great stir around the tavern and out on the road 
leading to his native village. From his position 
behind the bush Fontenov could note those in and 
_around the tavern, and he soon discovered that 
the place was no longer held by Colonel Barron’s 
troopers, as a party of foot soldiers were pre- 
paring to march from thence at the time. 


Feeling the blood and mud on his face, the 


young scout stole to a pool of water in the gar-. 
den as he muttered to himself: 
pt must have something to eat -before J start 
on the journey, and the soldiers in here will not 
recognize me now.” 


> Having cleansed his face and hands at the pool, 
im Fontenoy pulled his hat down over the slight 
saber cut and strode boldly toward the. tavern, 
still muttering: 

“Old Hans will not betray me, and I must have 

-_ some food, as I am famishing. n 
The English soldiers in and around the tavern 
_ took little or no notice of the rough peasant when 
he entered the place, and the landlord did not 
betray him, although he recognized the youth 
almost on the instant. Having nourished him- 

_ self with bread, cheese and wine, the daring 

scout was about to leave the tavern again, when 
he drew back from the door with a start and a 
gasp as he mentally exclaimed: 

_ “May the fiends seize me if there ain’t Frank 
Held with mother and Emma and Prince Charley 
himself. How in the furies did they get here, 
when I thought they were-all safe in the French 

> camp?” 

Dismayed as he was by the sudden appearance 

~ of his friends and foe on the read outside, the 

-. young scout soon recovered his presence of mind, 

- and he retreated into the tavern, uttering a few 

“warning words in the French tongue to the old 

landlord at the same time. Old Hans nodded in 

approval and pointed to the door leading upstairs. 

Fontenoy had scarcely gained the stairs when 
as Captain Frank Held, with a gleam of triumph on 
: his sinister countenance, led Mrs. Farrell and 
Emma inte the tavern. followed by thé disguised 
prince. After leading the two women to a table, 
; the young officer approached the landlord and 
; made some inquiries. He then returned to the 

anxious woman and young girl again, saying: 
a “T am sorry to inform you that Fontenoy is 
~ dead.” 

Captain Held then went on to inform them’ of 
the fate of the young scout, as reported by the 
British troopers, and he concluded by saving: 

“His body was flung into the ditch on the side 
; of the road there, and it is believed that it was 
q taken away and buried by some of the peasants 
. in the neighborhood at the break of day.” 

While Captain Held was still striving to con- 
sole Mrs. Farrell, a large. party of horsemen 
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drew up outside the tavern. The landlord was 

hastening to receive his new guests, when a 
large, distinguished-looking officer strode into the 

apartment, followed by several of his aides. The 
disguised prince had taken his seat in a secluded > 
corner of the room, and when he looked up at 
the officer a slight shudder passed over his freee : 
while he mentally exclaimed: 


“It is the Duke of Cumberland! If I am recog-_ ae 


nized now, an ignominious death will be my 4 


doom.” 


e 





CHAPTER IX.—The Prince In Danger Acs ‘ 


One glance at the features of the man, who is 
known in history as the Bloody Duke of Cumber- — 
land, was sufficient to tell that he was one who 
would not show any mercy to his foes. Keen 
and searching were the glances that the English 
general cast around the room as Captain Held ig 
advanced to salute him. saving: 


“Noble duke, my friends here have just. ar- ee 
rived from the village of Fontenoy, and they re- 
port that the enemy were in possession of the 
place and in great force.” 
The haughty duke flung himself on a chair as 
he responded: . 
“Your friends come too late with their infor- 
mation, sir. Why .are they here?” 
“They are in search of the body of a relativ i 
who was serving with the French, and who was” 4 
killed in a fray last night, general.” +6 
The Duke of Cumberland’s eyes were fixed 0 
_ See prince at the moment, and he 
aske 


“Who is this person ?” B 
“That is.a young man who was arrested last 
evening as a spy by Colonel Barron. He was 
rescued by the French, and he has now returned — Bi 
within our lines with those ladies, who are re- 7 
latives of mine, noble duke.” 

Prince Charley felt the keen ‘eyes of eis: au 
on him, and he then remembered that the cruel 
man had encountered him in Paris about twe 
years before. At that moment the Duke = 
Cumberland suddenly arose from his seat, . 
advanced toward the ismulser prince as he ‘de 
manded: 5 

“What is your name, sir: a 

Speaking in husky tones, so as to diswuian his = 
natural voice as much as possible, Prince Chatle a 
arose fram his seat as he answered: = 

“Gilbert Bronson, sir.” 


man as he continued: 
“Are you a native of this place? ” | 
“IT am a resident of Brussels, sir.” = 
“Why did you leave the French. lines ‘to re 
turn here after your escape?” 
“I came to serve those ladies in searching f or 
a friend, and I did not fear to return into your 
lines because I am Bo engaged in the warfare on - 
either side.” 


crying: 4 
“Noble Duke of Cumberland, I am ihe. be 


of important information. Will you be. 
to grant me a private interview 2; saad 
Pi See m4 . : . ag ‘ a Sore ] 





~ _- The speaker’s eyes fell on the disguised prince, 
_ and he cried: canoe | 
_ “Are you_in our lines again, sirrah? 


; Did you 
- mot escape with the Irish rebels last night?” 

_ Prince Charley “regarded the brutal colonel 
with indignant eyes as he replied, in surly tones: 
_ “J will not answer any questions from you, sir, 
| jn the presence of your commanding general.” 
- Colonel Barron at once turned to the Duke of 
Cumberland, exclaiming: } : 

. “That fellow is a spy, noble duke, and he is of 
- gome importance, as the French sent me a flag 
of truce for his exchange last night. He escaped 
thereafter, with the aid of ‘a daring young spy, 
who was afterward slain.” 
~ “Then see that the fellow is well secured now, 
as we have no time to waste on him at present. 
Iam ready to hear your important information, 
- colonel.” 

The general and his: officer then withdrew into 

a back room, while Colonel Barron had his for- 
mer prisoner placed under guard. A sign of 
relief escaped from the young prince as the Duke 
of Cumberland disappeared, while he said to him- 
self: 
“He has not recognized me as yet, and I can 
breathe more freely. I was mad-to venture into 
- the English lines again, but I could not refrain 
- from hastening to the aid of my daring young 
- friend. Thank fortune that he is alive and free.” 
~~ When the consultation was over the English 
_ general gave orders to those around him to push 
on toward Fontenoy as fast as possible, and he 
directed Captain Held to take charge of the 
‘prisoner and bring him along with him. Mrs. 
Farrell requested Captain Held to allow her and 
Emma to remain at the tavern, and the young 
officer consented, knowing right well that he 
would not have much time for love-making or 
marriage until after the great battle was de- 
cided. Before the last of the English troops 
passed along, Fontenoy Farrell was embracing 
his mother and Emma in one of the upper rooms, 
while he was saying to them: 
~ “J must get away now, as I would never for- 


give myself if I missed the great battle. Be- 


sides, I must strive to rescue the noble young 
prince, as certain death awaits him if he is 
recognized.” 
_ The anxious mother did not attempt to prevent 
~~ her son from joining his regiment in time for 
‘the great battle, but she did protest against his 
‘attempting to rescue the young prince again, 
saying: 
“Have you lost your senses, Fontenoy? Cap- 
ain Held has charge of the young gentleman 
‘now, and he will be certain to recognize you if 
you go near him.” 
_. In order to allay his mother’s anxieties, the 
roung scout assented that he would make his way 
o the French lines without attempting to succor 
he prince again, and he also advised her and 
Emma to hasten away to another village as soon 
as possible, saying: 
“Tf the English and Dutch are defeated in the 
oming battle, as I feel certain that they will 
e, Frank Held will seek you here again on the 
etreat, and then the rascal will force Emma here 
to marry him.” ‘ 
Mrs. Farrell promised to obey the advice thus 
given after they had rested a few hours, and 
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Fontenoy hastened away from .the tavern: on a 


horse borrowed from the friendly landlord. Strik- 
ing into a side road, in order to avoid the Eng-. 
lish stragglers, the young scout pushed on as 
fast as the heavy animal would bear him. Ak 
though Fontenoy had promised his mother that 
he would leave the young prince to_his fate for 
the present, the inclination to servé and rescue 
the noble youth grew stronger and stronger on 
him as he rode along, and several plans occurred 
to his mind for effecting that object. And Prince 
Charley was in great danger, indeed. The Dutch 
contingent under the Duke of Cumberland march- 
ed to take up a position in front of the village 


of St. Antione, which was held by.the French, . 


with orders to commence the assault on -the 
enemy’s lines early on the following morning. It 
was close toward evening when Captain Held 
and his troops rejoined the Dutch force, which 
was encamped near a wood on the banks of the 
Scheld. Before the night closed around the hos- 
tile camps a young officer attached to the Duke 
of Cumberland’s staff rode into the Dutch camp 
with fresh orders, and while riding along by one 
of the bivouac fires he noticed the prisoner under 
guard. Prince Charley raised his eyes at the 


‘moment and a slight exclamation escaped from 


him as he recognized the voung officer, with 
whom he had been somewhat intimate in his 
younger days. Without pretending to recognize 
the prince, the young aide rode on until he en- 
countered Captain Held, of whom he made some 
inquiries. The young officer rode to the English 
camp as fast as his horse would bear him, and he 
then hastened to inform the Duke of Cumberland 
of the important discovery he had made. The 
young prince soon regained his courage, and 
knowing full well that a guard would soon ar- 
rive from the English headquarters to bear him 
before the duke, he kept muttering to himself: 

“TI must trust to the friendly river and not to 
the mercy of my enemies.” 

While he was still tugging away at the cords 
the tramping of horses’ feet could be heard in 


the direction of the English camp, and then a 
loud voice rang out on the evening air, crying: - 


“Captain Held, look well to your prisoner.” 


It was Colonel Barron who uttered the cry as 
he dashed toward the bivouac fire at the head of 
a strong troop of horses, and Prince Charley 
knew that the brutal officer had come to drag 
him. before the English general. Rising: to his 
feet and making a desperate effort at the same 
time, the hunted prince freed his arms, and then 
he made a desperate bound for the sluggish river. 
The Dutch troopers around him sent forth a 


cry of alarm, and attempted to stay his flight, but . 


the gallant. youth reached the river-bank and 
plunged in, as he cried aloud: . 
“Better death in the water than on the scaffold.” 
Colonel Barron heard the outcry as he dashed 
up to the camp-fire, and he pushed his horse on 
to the river bank, yelling: 


“In after him, you clown, and drag him out! 
His capture will count more than a victory over 
the French for King George of England.” 

Five or six of the Dutch troopers did plunge 


into the river, while Colonel Barron kept crying 


out to those on the bank: ms 


_ “Don’t fire on the fugitive when he\appears, 
as he must be taken alive. Flash_ out torchep 








To 5 : 

Fie . +i Ae ay. 
aad = ‘ , 
<a) Oe Oa ae eT eH 


pees (sd Soe A AR’ ne FS pela af ig 










ET Tae Ne 





alps 











rats fy) ie a 














ener is a- person of great importance.” 

Captain Held had just arrived on the scene, 
- and he was dreadfully mortified at the escape of 
one whom he had orders to guard so carefully. 
Colonel Barron sprang from his horse and strode 
down the riyer bank, with his eyes fixed on the 
dark water, As he muttered aloud: 

“Why did I not recognize him?—and then my 
fortune would be secured forever. The mad voung 
fool does not appear again, and he must have 
perished in the water. Oh, what a fate for the 
last of the Stuarts!” 


had been under careful training for the. adven- 
turous life that was before him. Among his 
other accomplishments, the gallant young fellow 
was an excellent swimmer, and he could remain 
under water as long as any expert swimmer in 


or the country. Before the torches were flashing 
Bi out over the river the fugitive did raise his head 
e. for a moment in order to draw breath, as well 
= as to make observations. In that brief space 
me of time, and while the current was bearing him 
e down the stream, he could perceive a dense mass 
x of rushes along the edge of the bank some dis- 


tance below. Lowering his head again Prince 


Charley struck out for the rushes with all his 


might as he muttered to himself: 

a “There is hope yet, and I will escape my 
4 enemies if fortune favors me.” 

x The plucky young prince did succeed in gain- 
--~—~—sg ng: the friendly rushes, and he waded in among 


ae them without attracting the attention of his pur- 
me suers, who were then searching along the shore 
-. above him, while several boats were also en- 
gaged in the pursuit on the river. After draw- 
ing a long breath the hunted prince peered out 
_' into the dark wood lining the river, as he said 
- to himself: 

: “Jf I could but slip out there without being 


_-—-—s perceived, I may manage to escape around to the 
fi French camp before morning.” 
ei The young prince had no sooner conceived the 


b- idea then he hastened to put it into execution. 
E, Drawing himself out on the bank he crawled 
; across the path on his hands and knees, and he 
FE: -yeached the shelter of the wood without being 
| perceived by his enemies. So silent were his 
~~ ~-movements that he did not attract thg attention 
a of a person who was standing near the edge of 
os a wood. until he “ran full against him. The 
Shr: stranger turned. at once and clutched the prince 
_ py the throat, flinging him to the ground as he 
a - hissed into his ear: ; | 

om “T'll soon silence you, whoever you are.’ 

os The prince recognized the voice on the swt 
and. he. rejoined: 

“Peace, I pray you, Fontenoy Farrell, as I at 
_. your friend, Gilbert Bronson.” 


\ 


_ CHAPTER X.—Struggling Through the 
Enemy’s Lines. 


Springing up from the ground 6 where he had 


up with him, as he whispered into his ear: ~ 
“A thousand pardons, sir, but I ‘swear that I 


FONTENOY. FARRELL 


and be -on the alert, Gcinknisi Held,. as your pris- 


: lish camp to the left here?” 


Young as Prince Charley was at the time, he 


flung himself, the young scout dréw the fugitive. 


took you for one of those Dutch troopers in the 









Fontenoy then drew the prince into the wood, 
keeping a sharp lookout before him at the same 5 
time, as he continued in subdued tones: . 
“You had a narrow escape, sir. Have they dis: 
covered who you are?” a 
“I fear they have.” SS 
Prince Charley then went on to tell ‘of his 
meeting with the young officer, and of the hasty — 
arrival of Colonel Barron in the’Dutch comp, and 
he continued, saving: 
“Could we not make a detour around the Eng- 
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-“We could, but we would then run as much | 2 
risk from falling in “with stragglers as by push- 
ing aes ahead.” 4 

“Would it be possible to reach your ¢ “i 
taking to the river 2” Te by os 

“It would be impossible to swim or dive up 
against the current, and a boat would be riddled = 
if we.could even find one.” Pe 

“Well, my good friend, we can but be taken 
or die in any case, and we will push on by any 
route you may think best.” 

The young scout knew that the Dutch encamp- 
ment lay right in front of them, and he deter- 
mined to push straight on with his companion. — 
While walking along through the wood as lena Pi 
ly as possible, keeping a bright watch ahead and 
around him, the young scout pondered over the 5 
various stratagems he had ever heard of being a 
put in force by the daring spies endeavoring to 
penetrate an enemy’s camp. The prince followed — 
a few steps behind, and they soon heard the 
measured tread of a sentinel some paces ahea 
of them. At that same moment a shout of alarm 
rang out from the bullrushes which had afforded 
shelter to the young prince. Then out. through 
the wood behind them fliashed several - torches, _ 
while a well-known voice could be heard crying: — 

“The prisoner gained a landing by the rushes — 
here, as his footprints can be seen. See 
through the wood in force and take him dead or 
alive. Fifty gold pieces for the ‘man who. fire. 
discovers him.” 

Drawing the young prince into the sheliaene nal 
some thick bushes Fontenoy Farrell whispered 
to him, saying: ea 

“We cannot remain here inactive very long, ee 
and [ have a proposition to make.” ; : 


“What is it, my brave friend?”. _ 

“IT propose, inasmuch as there is some re- 
semblance bétween us and that we are 4 
dressed alike, for me to make a dash through 
the camp, and run the gantlet as it were. When I 
have either escaped or am taken you can push <1 
down to the river, as they will not be on the ~ 
lookout for you then. You may readily escape 
by Swimming across and— ‘ai 

“T will not listen to es a rroposition,” 
terrupted the gdilant young prince. “You woul 
be certain to be shot or captured while makirig a 
dash through the Dutch lines in front of us; and 
you must not’ sacrifice: yourself for me. Ir have eras 
something better to offer.” * 


What is 18; sir ??~ 
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over the PF ak the souids of pursuit eee 


ing nearer and nearer. every instant.’ ; 4 
Then eee ‘to the prince, he - erabbe 
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d hand, saying: “Steal forward with me and we 
will see what can be done.” 
They soon gained the edge of the bushes, and, 
peering out, Fontenoy could see that the whole 
‘German camp was on the alert, part. of armed 
: -men hastening therefrom to join in the pursuit 
in the wood behind them. The sentinel was pac-* 
ing to and fro within a dozen paces of them, and 
-Fortenoy could see that his eyes were turned 
in the direction where they were lying concealed. 
_ Noting well the movements of the sentinel, and 
motioning to his companion to hold back in the 
bushes, the young scout crawled out toward the 
enemy, as he said to himself: 
Tf must silence this fellow, and then secure his 
gun, his clothes and the password.” 


~ Then sentinel was on the alert, and he soon 
perceived a creeping object moving toward him. 
“Who comes there, or is it only a swine?” 

Taking the hint, the young scout sent forth a 
grunt or two, still drawing closer to the sentinel. 
“What a daring youth! I trust that he will not 
slay the soldier in bold blood, even though it may 
be necessary to save our lives. Ah, he is at him 


end Fortenoy was at the poor sentinel with 
tremendous force and fdry. Before the man could 
utter a single cry the dashing scout had him by 
the throat, felling him to the ground almost at 

ou _ the same moment. The soldier-was still grasping 
his weapon, but he was powerless to use it, when 
_ Fontenoy commenced to drag him toward the 
bushes. as he hissed into his ear in the Dutch 


‘ “Be silent, or—you are a dead man. Offer no 


ance, and you will be safe.” 
rete was very sweet even to the poor Dutch 
‘soldier, and the startled fellow did not make any 
‘resistance. The prince hastened to assist young 
Fontenoy in securing their prisoner, by tying 
their scarfs and handkerchiefs over his mouth, 
egs, and arms, dragging his uniform. off at the 
same time. When the prisoner was secured Fonte- 
-noy whispered to the prince, saying: 
“Keep watch over him while I secure another 
and learn the countersign at the same time.” 
_ The prince realized what Fontenoy was about, 
and he saw the bold fellow putting on the coat 
nd hat of the Dutch soldier, and he said to him: 
“J will watch the prisoner well, but be careful 
yw you proceed for your own sake, my brave 
‘jend.” 
“J will be careful, sir, for your sake as well as 
y own. But we are in a desperate strait, and 
ld deeds alone can serve us now.” 


“A little stratezy may help us also,” added 
entenoy, as he glanced at the helpless prisoner, 
rile he prepared to move out and take his place. 
Fontenoy commenced to pace up and down as 
said to himself: 
“J only pray that some straggler may come 
along now, and then for a bold move, through 
the Dutch camp with the young prince.” 
© Several stragglers were approaching through 
e wood at the same moment, and Fontenoy soon 
rnized Colonel Barron’s voice again as it 
g out from the wood, crying: 
ea ch well, soldiers, and the prize to the 
will be a rich one.” 
h n ice) Ss blood boiled with anger as he also” 


Bataricedl the voice of the cruel colonel, aid 
he clenched his hand as he said to himself: 

“Would that I could be face to face with that 
brute on equal terms.” 

Captain Frank Held’s voice was heard at ‘the 
same time as he cried to his men: 

“Be on the alert, soldiers, as it is certain that 
the prisoner is hiding in the wood here. His cap- 
ture would be worth more than the ransom of a 
French marshal to the lucky one.” ; | : 

The two officers soon appeared in the open. 
space where Fontenoy was acting the part of a 
sentinel,.and the young scout presented his wea- 
pon at Colonel Barron’s tall form as he cried im 
the Dutch tongue: 

“Who comes there?” 

“A friend,” cried the colonel in English. 

And he then turned to Captain Held, who was 
a few paces behind him, saying: 

“By the way, Captain Held, what is your 
countersign tonight ?” 

“Advance and give the countersign,” -cried 
_Fontenoy, in the gruffest tones he could assume, 
still keeping weapon pointed at Colonel Barron, 
which he muttered to himself: 

“It would be almost just to send a bullet through | 
the cruel tyrant, but it would be murder for all 
that, and not a soldierly act at best.” 

Captain Frank Held advanced with haste 
strides and placed himself before Colonel Bar- 
ron, crying: 

“Tournay is the password tonight, soldier, and 
this English officer is on special duty with me. 
Did you notice any stragglers passing here re- 
cently ?” 

“IT saw no stragglers, 
pretended sentinel. * 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth 
when a struggle was heard in the bushes and a 
rough Dutch voice cried out: 

“Treachery, treachery! I was the sentinel on 
guard and I was surprised by enemies. Seize the 
man in front of you, Captain Held, and come here 
to my rescue, or the rascal will choke -me to 
death.” 

The prince then darted out from the Sraniies in- 
to the open space near Fontenoy, and Colonel 
Barron was the first to perceive him, as he dart- 
ed after him crying: : 

“It is the fugitive. Pursue and take him alive, 
as he cannot escape us now.” 

Fontenoy made a show of stopping the fugi- 
tive, aiming a blow at his head, as he whispered 
to him in passing: 

“Dart right on through the camp, and I will 
protect the rear.” 

The prince did not utter a word in reply, but 
—e on at full speed with several pursuers af-_ 

er him. 


captain,” returned the 


CHAPTER XI.—The Dash for Life. 


During the confusion arising from the senti- 
nel’s warning cries, none of the hearers could 
comprehend that the sentinel in uniform before 
them was playing a treacherous part. The young 
prince was a fleet runner, and as he dashed on 
the disguised scout ran after him, erying aloud 


in the Dutch tongue: . 


“Stop him, stop him, but do net fire. 
prisoner who escaped ton ghtl” He 



















the English colonel, giving 
Ee the side with his musket at the same time. — 


’ Colonel Barron was also a swift runner, and 


_ as he was not encumbered with a heavy musket 
- he was soon up with the young scout, crying: 
“Raise the’alarm again in your Dutch tongue.” 


- Fontenoy pretended to understand the words 


- addressed to him and be actuated by a spirit of 


deviltry at the moment. He staggered against 
him a heavy punch in 


Colonel Barron went down uttering fierce im- 


-precations at the stupidity of the Dutch soldier, 
and Captain Held was on him before he could 
_-‘Yise again. 
‘Charley was making a. gallant dash through the 


In the meantime, young Prince 


camp, taking good care in his rapid flight to 
avoid the bivouac fires as much as possible. Be- 


fore he had proceeded far, however, the alarm 


became general, and several forms sprang to 
intercept him. In order to make a diversion in 
his favor, Fontenoy dashed through the camp 


after him, crying in a loud voice: 


“To arms, to arms, as the enemy are on us in 


the rear!” 


The drums soon beat to arms, cries of alarm 


were heard in different parts of the Dutch camp, — 


and general confusion prevailed for the time, as 
it was supposed that the active French had stolen 
a march on them to make a-night attack on their 
rear. ; 
The prince took every advantage thus offered to 
him, and, guided by the moon, he kept right on. 
Finding that the musket encumbered him, Fon- 
tenoy drew the bayonet therefrom and then 
plunged on the faster after he had flung the 
heavy weapon away, while he kept crying: 
“To arms, to arms! The French are on us in 
force in the rear!” 
Captain Held heard that cry as he kept on in 


the pursuit with Colonel Barron, and he then 


realized the caution given by the disarmed sen- 
tinel in the bushes as he yelled aloud: 

“The alarm is false, and that fellow shouting 
is a traitor. Down with the two fugitives, and 
fire on the rascals!” 

Several shots were then fired at Fontenoy. In- 
creasing his speed very much after flinging away 
the heavy musket, Fontenoy was soon up with 
the young prince, and as they dashed on to- 
gether they struck down more than one of the 


enemy who opposed them. They were very near 


the end of the camp when two officers on horse- 


back rode at them with their swords uplifted, 


and one of them crying: . 

“Halt there, you rascals, or we will cut you 
down.” 
_ Fontenoy had barely time to say to his frien 


_ ere they closed in the encounter: 


“Cut. them down and secure the horses.” 

As if to show a bright example, the dashing 
young fellow sprang at one of the riders and 
dealt him a heavy blow with the bayonet that 


sent him rolling from the horse. \In another in- 


stant the victor was in the empty saddle and the 
horse’s head was turned toward the French camp. 
The prince had followed the brilliant example 
before him, as he used his sword with great dex- 
terity, striking his opponent from the horse nearly 
as quick. as young Fontenoy. Being an expert 
horseman Charley sprang into the saddle also. 


Using their weapons to urge on their steeds — 
they dashed along at a furious pace. On after 
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them thundered over a score of the Dutch troop- 
ers led by Captain Held, who had at last reco 
nized his cousin Fontenoy as the rescuer of the 
prince. One glance around at the old familiar 
landmarks told Fontenoy that he could not be 
far from the advaneed lines of the French. = =—— 

Then raising his voice to the very highest pitch _ 

























































“For. France to the rescue!” ay 


Then a bugle blast rang out on the night air. 
Captain Held heard that bugle blast as well as 
the shout, and he called a halt, crying:. he 

“That young fiend has escaped me once again.” _ 

There was no mistaking the shout that greeted: 
the adventurous youths as Captain O’Falvey — 
dashed toward them at the head of fifty troopers _ 
of the Irish Brigade. Fentenoy Farrell was re- _ 
ceived with uproarious greetings, as it was re- _ 
ported that he was dead, and he was extremely _ 
popular in his brigade. As-the prince had good _ 
reasons for not being recognized, even by his — 
warm-hearted Irish friends, he was introduced by | 
Fontenoy as a young gentleman from Brussels _ 
who had escaped from the Dutch camp with him. __ 


After carefully inquiring as to the situati to 

IT s on of 

the Dutch position, to all of which he received — 

the most prompt ‘and a ra answers possi- 

ed: ur 

+ Zee , you are too — 

Tene ron exertion tonight?” - — wpe ; 

“Not at all, General Saxe,” nt’ oF 

reply. | was the prompt] 

“I am very anxious to ascertain the fate ae 

f : of an- | 

i ata nid the English this morning. Will _ 

you dare to venture into their lines again j st 

of the information I seek?” ao ne 
» With pleasure, general.” 

Then rest for an hour, and I will 

you your final instructions.” a 

ontenoy did rest for an hour in an adjoining — 

i‘ = : Jom Pes te 

tent, and he received instructions from the ld ad 

veteran. In less than ten minutes after that he 

was on the way to the English lines. tap: 
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CHAPTER XII.—A Female English Spy. 


When old Marshal Saxe 
his instructions he left the 
devices as to the manner in 
= English camp. 

isguise, the young scout made a detour arou 
the front of the English lines, so as to nace 


gave Fontenoy Farrel 
young man to his ow 
in which he shouldtenter — 
Having arranged a suitable 
appear when detected ‘that he was not comin #f 
from the direction of the French camp. On the ~ 
night before the day of the eventful battle, the 
Duke of Cumberland was seated in his tent when 
Colonel Barron was announced. When the offic 
was admitted, he requested a private interview 
with his general, and it was at once granted. 
Coloned Barron then informed the Duke of Cum- 
berland about the daring escape of the disguised 
prince and the young scout from the Dutch camp. 
and concluded by saying: 









































a i: cegeenalt a young traitor in our power. 
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“TJ imagine you have formed some plan for 
Is it not 
, Colonel Barron?” 


oe duke. The person who has ‘aie 


Me, Coe me information from the French camp 
has offered a suggestion for retaking the prison- 


er, and I believe that it may be carried out.” 
» “Ig that the person who has just brought us 


: such information .as to the positions of the 


_ French around Fontenoy?” : 
“The same, noble Duke. That person is ready 
to return to the French camp tonight in order to 


. aet against the young prince, against whom she 


_ thas a private cause of enmity.” 


’ Colonel Barron then proceeded to explain the 
_ project proposed, and in as brief terms as_possi- 
ble, to all of which the Duke of Cumberland gave 
_@ ready assent. Having arranged the plot against 


; young Charley Stuart, Colonel Barron left the 


N 


Ls 


tent, and proceeded to his own quarters. About a 
quarter of an hour afterward the English colonel 
left his tent with a woman who wore a large 
cloak, the hood of which concealed her features. 
Passing along to the side of the camp, the Eng- 


 Jish officer escorted his companion in silence until 
- they reached a side road just outside the English 


jines, and then left her. The young woman then 


hastened away toward the French camp, while 
— Colonel Barron turned toward his own camp mut- 
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tering: ~ 

' “Would that I had. thought of setting her on 
that infernal young Irish spy, but I will be even 
with him yet, and Heaven help him if he falls 


F at my hands after the battle tomorrow. Who 


comes here?” 
The words were addressed to an old Flemish 
- peasant who had just emerged on the- road from 


ef a side lane, and who was then advancing toward 


the English officer with trembling steps. The old 


Be man grasped a large stick by both hands, leaning 


: on it for support as he tottered along. 


“T am Jacob Betz, sir, and I am going to my 


er cottage in the vale down below.” 


“Turn your steps and come with me, as I be- 


: - lieve you are-a French spy.” 


‘ On being thus addressed the. attitude of the old 


- man beeame changed on the instant. Straighten- 
jing himself up to his full height, and without 
- retreating a step, he raised his heavy stick with 
e one haand as he retorted: 
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‘the ground unconscious. 
over his opponent and secured -his sword and 


“J will not turn at your command, and old as 
I am I will defend myself if you assail me.’ 

- Muttering a fierce imprecation, Colonel Barron 
‘struck out with his weapon with the purpose of 
striking the stick from the hands of the. old 
fellow. The peasant drew back one step only and 
parried the blow with apparent ease. \ Then ~he 
eracked his skull with his stick, sending him to 
The old man bent down 


pistols, as he muttered to himself- 
“JT have given this tyrant another lesson, and I 


, only hope that I will meet him ‘and Frank Held 


te owner. 


on the battlefield tomorrow.” 


As the old man spoke he broke the sword 
across his knee and flung it on the ground beside. 
Bending down again, he placed his 
ao on the breast of the insensible man, as he 

‘tered aloud: 


a: gave him /2 sturdy blow, but he wil soon — 


_her as my errand in 


recover from it. These papers may a of account, ec a 


and I will take them along with me.” 


Fontenoy Farrell then drew forth. a “bundle: a a 
papers from the pocket of the fallen man and _ 


placed them in his own, as he said to himself: / $ 
“How strange it was that I should encounter 


the person I sought in company with Colonel Bar- 
ron,‘and that I should overhear enough to place 
I will now hasten back after 
the English camp is-ae-° 
complished. Poor Prine Charley, you are beset — 
by many enemies, but I trust that x will guard — a 


her life at stake. 


you again tonight.” 


On reaching the French lines Ponishot: Farrell a 


proceeded at once to the tent of the old marshal, . © 
who was greatly surprised and deeply mortified a 
at the authentic information brought to him by 
the young scout. It was fully a quarter of an 


hour after receiving the blow before Colonel Bar- __ 


ron arose from the ground in a bewildered state — 
of mind, and he stared around, as he muttered 
to himself: 
was not a spy, and he has secured my. papers. 
I'll wager my life on it, it was that young fiend 
of the Irish Brigade himself, and no other.” 
The defeated man then picked up his sword and 


staggered toward the English camp, rubbing his : : 


head the while. 

“I must save the young woman at all hazards, 
and I will have vengeance on the infernal young 
spy ere the day dawns.” 


i 


CHAPTER XIII.—The English Spy In the 
Camp of the Irish Brigade. . 


When Fontenoy Farrell left the French gen- 
eral’s tent he hastened with all speed toward the — 
camp of the ‘Irish Brigade. As the young scout 
drew near his friends, sounds of mirth and 
revelry could be heard on all sides. Fontenoy 
knew that Prince Charley was Colonel] Dillon’s 


guest for the night, and he directed his steps to- a 
ward the tent of that gallant officer, where some  _ 
of the choicest spirits of the brigade had as- 


sembled to make merry before the battle. When 
the excitement had somewhat subsided, Fontenoy | 
Farrell entered the tent, where he was received 
with. the warmest satutations by all present, as 
his last daring deed in bursting through the 
Dutch camp was known to each. On casting his 
eye around the young scout perceived the dis- 
guised prince seated at the head of the table. 
near Colonel Dillon. It chanced that a place was’ 
vacant beside the young prince, who received his 


late companion in the most cordial manner as he 


said to him in subdued tones: 

“I only hope that you will one day sit at my 
festive board as my honored guest, my brave! a 
young friend.” 

At that’ moment a soldier entered the ee 
holding a note in his hand and addressed Colonel i 
Dillon, saying: e 

“There is a messenger outside, colonel, who a 


sends me in with a note for the young eentleman ay ot 


called Gilbert Bronson.” 


The colonel took the note from the soldier’s 


hand and handed it to the disguised prince, say-— 
ing: “I hope it is not from a lady-love, who wil 
e you away from us this merry night.” - ‘2 
The>young man then opened the note, « ae 





“May the fiend seize me if the fellow | a 


_ FONTENOY 


= Rites Farrell could see that he was deeply 
fase as he read the contents, which ran as 
ows: 


: “To Gilbert Bronson, so 5 called: 

“Tf you desire to see one whom you profess to 
love, follow the bearer of this note without ask- 
ing any questions. — 


_ “Tt is all important to me that my whereabouts 


, a should be kept secret and I enjoin on you to be 


a ; silent on the subject whether you seeefit to de- 


Be cline the visit or hasten to—Jenet Ferroy.” ” 


BS ’ Fontenoy still kept his eye on the young prince 
: after he had read the note, and he saw that his 
hand trembled as he placed it in his breast 
- pocket. The disguised prince then arose and ad- 
dressed Colonel Dillon.” 
. “J ask your permission to retire for a while, 
y - Colonel Dillon.” 
Sie Tae request was readily granted, and the 
- young prince left the tent. Fontenoy said in 
whispered tones: 
“Grant me permission to follow our friend, 
_ ¢olonel, as I have reason to know that he will 
- meed my aid before very long, and I also desire 


é to take a friend with me.” 


“Certainly, my lad,” was the prompt reply. 
- The young scout then left the tent without at- 
‘Sracting any attention, and as he passed Fight- 


F - ing O’Falvey he whispered into his ear: 


“Follow me, please.” 

~The two friends were soon out on the track of 
the young prince, whom they espied talking to a 
young damsel wearing a cloak, the hood of which 
_ she kept well over her face. The disguised prince 


ee” ~ goon followed the girl as she led him along 


through the camp ground toward the side road 
before mentioned. Fontenoy and his .companion 
noticed that the young woman passed the sen- 
- tinels without any trouble, and that she present- 


ed a paper to two officers whom she encountered.. 


Under the guidarice of his cloaked companion 
~ they passed the outposts of the Irish Brigade, 
and they were soon out on the lonely road leading 
- out to the English lines. They had already pass- 
ed to the right of the French lines, when heavy 
. footsteps were heard behind them, and a familiar 
voice fell on the ear of the disguised prince, 
_erying: 

“Where are you bound for, Monsieur Bronson? 
_ The prince. turned impatiently on recognizing 
= _ Fontenoy Farrell’s voice and replied: 
“Pm paying a private visit, friend, and I beg 
that you will not annoy me.’ 
“J beg your pardon, sir, but are you aware 
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prince grabbed the young woman’s hood and tore ee 
it from her head as he cried: ee 
“I will see who you are in any case.” 
A slight scream burst from the young woman 


on being thus assailed, and she then glared at a 


the disguised prince with angry eyes, as she ex- s 
claimed: "a 


“You are a wretch, and this is my reward Jal 
trying to serve you.” 

Fontenoy Farrell advanced and placed his hand ~ 
on the young woman’s shoulder, as he said to — 
her: “You are my prisoner, madam, and I think — 
you will get your proper reward, but not from 
those you serve best.” 

A terrified scream burst from the young wom-. a 
an, and she drew back, crying: 

“Hands off, you wretch, as I am under the pro-— 
tection of Marshal Saxe. ” 


“And mine, also,” cried a voice, as Colonel 
Barron and, Captain Held sprang out from the ~ 
wood on them, followed by four troopers on foot. 

Not the slightest expression of surprise burst — 


from Fontenoy or his two friends on being thus - 


assailed by superior numbers, but Fighting — 
O’Falvey drew his sword on the instant and ae 
sprang in among them crying: ee 
“Here’s at you, you. rascals, if you were twice 
as many.” 


Prince \Charley recognized Colonel Barrénte 
voice on the instant, and feeling at last assured 
that the young woman was playing a treacherous — 
part with him, he drew the sword he had lately | 
ats also, and faced the English lines, as he 
erie 

“Thank fortune, we have met again.” 

The young prince then set on the English col- ~ 
onel ‘with intense vigor, while the treacherous — 
young woman drew back toward the English: 
lines, as she cried: 


“For mercy sake, do not slay the young man; 
but take him prisoner.” 

“He will never take me prisoner, false crea-— 
ture,” cried the disguised prince. as he forced hig 
stalwart adversary back on the road. 

The fighting was terrific, but the English were 
forced to flee for their lives, while Fontenoy 
seized the woman and they conducted her to | 
Marshal sh s tent. 


CHAPTER XIV.—The Trial of the Female 
DY. . 5 


the hour, and weary as the old. in- 


: Late was 
ee that you are marching direct into the English 
e eo camp.” 


valid French general must have been, he gave 
orders to admit Fontenoy Farrell and his prison 
er into the tent when their presence was an- 


eS Eo The young prince turned suddenly on his fe- 


_ male companion as he demanded: “Did you not 


ee me, woman, that you were guiding me to the 


rear of the French lines? 

“Dear me, can it be possible that I have lost 
- my way?” 
_ “It is possible, madam, and very probable at 
- that, ” retorted young Fontenoy in dry tones. 
_. “Tf you wish to go to the rear of the French 
“lines, madame: 


| said. ee O’Falvey, oat 


nounced outside. Prince Charley accompanied his 

friend, and he kept staring at. the young woman, > 
“I_do not recognize her, yet there is something — 

familiar to me in her voice and features.” 


When the young woman entered the tent the 
old marshal was reclining on a couch, and he lift- 
ed his head and fixed his eyes on her in a stern 
manner as he remarked: Ss 

“And so you have been intriguing: with 
English, madam, while you have been in the 1 
of the French king during Pe campa 
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“That is true, Marshal Saxe, and I trust that 
you will not believe my false accusers.” 

“After you left this camp this evening, madam, 
we received the information that you were seized 
by the English and threatened with death as a 
Spy. 
“That is the truth, Marshal.” 


“I then sent a trusted messenger to the Eng- 


jish camp in order to effect your release, if pos- 
sible. That ‘messenger discovered you in con- 
sultation with a certain English colonel outside 


' their lines. After arranging certain matters with 


ayes, 2s ae oe ee ee ee 
} 


—e 


sas 


we ey Ee ee Pa ae ee Oa ee 
: . 
- 


i: fe 

; 
eg 

: 

oe os 
bx 

F 

c 

7 

; 












Wag tes ea oe a ee a es : ~ 
pace re 4 1 + Pty? nf eas 
4 y eo . i ‘3 : : 
‘ 7 : * 


‘proved that she 


him to return to the French camp.” 

“That is the truth, Marshal Saxe, as I had suc- 
ceeded in baffling the English again, and I was 
returning with information to you, as well as 
with a message from a young lady in whom that 
person is interested.” 

As the brazen young creature thus spoke she 
cast a threatening glance at the disguised prince, 


' as if she meant to say to him: 


“If you attempt to denounce me I will betray 


a secret of yours.” 
The old marshal picked up the packet on the 


table and drew forth one of the documents as he 


continued, sayiing: 

“After. you left the English officer my brave 
messenger attacked him and defeated him in 
single combat. He then secured these papers, 
which contain a correct account of our positions 
for the battle expected tomorrow, together with 
the number of men which we hold ready, to op- 
pose the enemy. Can you deny that the writing 
in this document is yours?” | 

“T cannot speak openly before those persons, 
Marshal Saxe, and I beg that you will grant me 
a private interview at once.” oe, 

The old marshal shook his head and then turn- 
ed to young Fontenoy, saying: ; 

“Please make a report of your proceedings 
since you returned to camp tonight.” 

The young scout then gave an account of his 
adventures with the, female spy and clearly 
was énticing the disguised prince 
into the English lines when he interrupted her. 
Prince Charley was compelled to confirm the 
statement, and he produced the note which he 
had received saving: 

“Marshal Saxe, I regret that I am compelled 
to bear testimony against this young woman, and 
I cannot understand how she came in possession 


of this note.” 


The old general read the note, and then stared 
at the female spy with threatening eves as he 


*. demanded: 
“Did you not write that note yourself, and are ° 


you not well aware that the person you allude to 
is now in Paris? Speak, madam, and confess 


- your guilt.” 


The young woman broke down before the 
threatening eyes and stern voice of ‘the old gen- 
eral, and she fell on her knees as she held up her 
hands in an imploring manner, crying: 

“May I perish within an hour, general, if I was 
not faithful to you until I heard that. that young 
wretch was here in the camp, and the spirit of 
vengeance seized me, as I have reason to hate 


er him and to pursue: him to the death.” 


‘The old general and the young’ prince stared 


at the kneeling woman as the latter demanded: 
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“Rise and explain, madam,” demanded the old 
general. ! | 

The young woman did regain her feet, and she 
ie her eyes on Prince Charley as she demand- 
ed: 
known as Jarfet Ferroy, sir.” 

_ was,” was the prompt reply. 

On the honor of a-prince and a gentleman, can 
you deny that you broke a sacred pledge to her?” 

“On my sacred honor, I solemnly declare that 
I have broken no pledge to the young lady you 
mention. What is she to you, madam, and why 
should you assail me on her account?” ~— 
- “Base, lying wretch,” cried the young woman, 
in frantic tones. « Janet Ferroy is my sister, and 
she swore to me before I left Paris that you 
promised to make her your wife, even though 
you were heir to the throne of England.” 

The female spy then turned on the old French 
general exclaiming: Loge : 


“You are mistaken in saying that I wrote the 


note handed to this wandering prince tonight, 


Marshal Saxe, as my sister is here in the rear’ 
of the French camp now, and then out before 


them strode a young girl, crying: 


“It is true that I wrote that note, vile traitor- _ 


ess, but not for the purpose of enticing that 


young stranger, and he sprang forward to clasp. 


her hand, as he exclaimed: . 


“My dear Janet, I knew that you would not at- 
tempt to betray me into the hands of my enemies. 
Is it true that I ever made any false promises to 
you? ; 


The young stranger cast a séornful “glance at 


the female spy, as she replied: 

“It is not true, noble prince.” | 

The speaker then turned on Fontenoy Farrell 
with a smile, as she asked: 

“Do you not remember me, Fontenoy, as we 
were once playmates together?” 


“I do recognize you, Janet, but I did not re- 
member that you had a sister.” 

“This person is only my adopted sister,” an- 
swered the young stranger. . 

The accused young woman turned on the. beau- 
on young stranger in a wrathful manner as she 
cried: 

“I am not French, and I owe no allegiance to 
the French king. If I have failed in capturing 
him, I have not failed in giving such information 
to the English as will lead them to victory to- 
morrow. I now defy you all to do yéur worst. 
Marshal Saxe, hasten my execution or the brave 
English will rescue me in the morning.” 

“Will you not admit, madam, that you forced 
yourself on me when you offered to become a spy 
on the enemy ?” MS 


, “That is the truth, Marshal Saxe, but I was 
in the employ_of the enemy before I engaged 
with you, and English gold is far more plentiful 
than yours. Now, what is my fate to be?” — 


The old marshal beckoned Fontenoy Farrell to- 


ward him, as he wrote an order on a slip of 
paper. Then addressing the young scout in whis- 
pered tones, he said: “Lead that wretched 
creature outside our lines and let her proceed to 
the English camp. Thanks to the itiformation 
you have given, her treachery will not avail the 
enemy on the morrow.” 


The young scout then led her from -the tent, 
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while the old general turned to the young prince 
saying: | 
- “As I cannot expect you take part with us in 
tomorrow’s battle, I will request you to retire 
to the rear, or you may fall into, the hands of 
those who pray for your death soon again.” 
Prince Charley thanked the old general and 
then retired with the young lady. Before they 
reached the Irish camp under escort, Fontenoy 
Farrell was with them again. The young scout 
hastened to his own tent, where he slept soundly 
until aroused by the bugle blast calling on the 
men of the Irish Brigade to form themselves in 
battle array. When the young scout hastened 
out he found that all was excitement around him, 
while the booming of cannon in front announced 
that the great battle had commenced. The brav- 
est veterans of France and England, led on by 
their greatest generals, and the Irish Brigade 
was to play its part in the memorable strife. 





CHAPTER XV.—tThe Field of Fontenoy. 


~ While King Louis of France was supposed to 
have command of the French troops at the battle 
of Fontenoy, old Marshal Saxe closed his own 
glorious career by the disposition which he made 
of the French brigades on that eventful day. 
The old veteran was so weak on the morning of 


the battle that he had to’ be borne around on a. 


stretcher when inspecting his troops. The battle 
commenced early in the morning by the Dutch 
contingent attempting to take the town of St. 
Antoine. The village of Fontenoy was the center 
of the French position, and on the hill behind it 
King Louis and his son watched the struggle. 
Behind that hill was the Irish Brigade. Lord 
Clare commanded the Irish troops that day, and 
he soon received an order to hold himself and 
his brigade ready as a reserve. Fontenoy Farrell 
was a proud youth as he rode out that morning 
on his goed charger. As the young scout was a 
privileged character in his regiment, he rode be- 
side his friend Captain O’Falvey, who was also 
bursting with impatience for a charge on the 
English enemy. Early in the afternoon the 
French were successful on all sides, as they had 
defeated their enemies in every attempt .made 
by them to break through their lines and gain a 
possition on the road to Turnay. After the Irish 
regiment of horse had assisted in repulsing the 
Dutch at St. Antoine young Fontenoy encount- 
ered a young peasant living in the neighborhood 
who placed a note into his hand, saying: 

“This is from the Dutch camp and I saw them 
there myself in Frank Held’s tent.” 
- The young scout became excited on the instant, 
as he felt a presentiment that his mother and 
Emma Held were in danger again. The note 
which he had received from the young peasant, 
who had escaped from the Dutch camp in the 
confusion of the battle, was written by Emma 
Held, and it informed young Fontenoy that his 
mother and herself had again been. captured by 
Captain Held, and that they were held as enemies 
and spies. The impatient young scout then prayed 
fervently for an’ advance on the enemy in the 
hope that he would be able to rescue: his dear 


friends. Marshal Saxe was satisfied with hold- 
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ing his good positions for the time, as a failure 
on the part of the English to take them was 
equivalent to a defeat. The officers of the Irish 
Brigade were anxious to take part in the great 
struggle, and many were the eager glances cast 
at the top of the hill before them, in the fond 


-hope of seeing an orderly riding from Marshal 


Saxe with the welcome word for action. Hours 
and hours passed, and the soldiers and chiefs of 
the Irish Brigade were fairly eating their hearts 
in impatience. but that order did not come. When 
the order to’ march was given, that splendid body 
of seven or eight thousand men moved slowly for- 
ward into action, with several pieces of cannon 
in front and at each side of them, while bodies 
of light horse hovered around them to keep back 
the enemy’s skirmishers. As the English column 
moved on by the wood of Barri, it was exposed 
to a hot fire of artillery, but it swept on through 
the storm and reached a position behind Fonte- 
noy. Then the real struggle of the day com- 
menced. From the top of the hill above Marshal 
Saxe saw the object of that splendid column, and 
he hurled his troops at hand against them, cav- 
alry and infantry charging in turn; yet on kept 
that solid mass, sweeping all before it. Up the 
hill moved the chosen troops of England, firing 
at their foes, from musket and cannon with dead- | 
ly effect. From the hill King Louis and. his 
friends beheld the march of the proud English 
host, and he called on Marshal Saxe to hurl his 
householdstroops against it. Those chosen troops © 
were the bravest veterans in the French army, 
and they were never known to retreat before an ~ 
enemy. Down -the_hill they charged, and on to 
meet them swept the English column. 

A fearful conflict ensued, yet it lasted but a 
few minutes, as the French were hurled back in 
disorder; and still on up the hillside pressed that 
solid English column, moving as steadily as when 
starting out on that famous charge. Then away 
flew orderlies down the hill, and the Irish Bri- 
gade was ordered up to charge the English col- 
umn in its victorious march. One wild shout 
arose from the men of the brigade as they form- 
ed into line, and then all was as still as death. 
The victorious English column had reached the 
brow of the hill when their Irish foes commenced 
to march up against them. 

Lord Clare rode out at the head of his men, 
and he shouted to them, crying: 

“To not fire a single shot, but charge on them 
with the cold steel. Let the cry be, ‘For venge- 
ance and for Erin!’ ” 

Up the hill rushed the Irish Brigade on the 
double-quick, and on the slope above the English ~ 
stood to meet them, with their guns reloaded and 
their-cannon ready'to play on their old foes. 

On and on rushed the Irish without firing a 
single shot, and the English reserved their fire 
until the gallant sons of Erin were close on 
them. . 

Then into the Irish ranks poured a deadly 
volley, and down on the green hill-side went at 
least a third of their number. 

Still up sprang the others shouting their glor- 
ious war-cry, and then in on the English lines 
burst the impetuous avengers, crying: 

“Revenge! Remember our ruined homes and 
English perfidy.” 

- The veteran English troops met that desperate 
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_ charge like heroes, and the struggle was fearful 
re ak indeed. eS x ; “4 
Twice did they give way before the rushing 
_ tide of Irish bayonets, and twice did they form 
eS - again at the orders of their brave officers. — 
i . At the first onset. the Irish forced their foes 





back to the top of the hill, and they rushed at 
them again, dealing death and wounds with 
- every cry as they pierced the English ranks on 


all sides. 
The broken English column retreated sullenly 
-* down the hill toward the village of Fontenoy, 
and on after them pressed the impetuous Irish, 
dealing staggering blows at every step. 
___. §tunned and shattered, and broken by the furi- 
gus charge of the Irish Brigade, the survivors of 


a) 
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_ the last desperate struggle fied in dismay, while 
{non them dashed some of the French troops 
who had suffered defeat before. | 

Back through the French camp dashed the 
fugitives in total disorder, their numbers grow- 
ing less at every step, until scarcely a relic was 
— left of that grand column which’ had almost 
turned the field of- Fontenoy into another Water- 
joo. The sun went down over Fontenoy that eve- 
ning with the English and Dutch mourning over 
a terrible defeat, while the French king and his 
old marshal were rejoicine at the great victory. 
After the fierce struggle was over, the survivors 
of the Irish Brigade returned to their camp to 
- bury their dead, and to rejoice over the crushing 
defeat of their old foes. The victory was+a de- 
_eisive one for the French, as all the great towns 
in Flanders held by the English and Dutch soon 
_ fell into their hands, and the Duke of Cumber- 
--land was driven out of the disputed country. 
_ While the foot regiments of the glorious brigade 
were thus winning immortal renown the regi- 
ment of horse was not idle. Young Fontenoy 
_ Farrell charged with that regiment several times 
during the afternoon, but it was only after the 
 erushing defeat of the great English*column that 
he had had a chance of pushing on toward the 
- Datch camp. When the British bugles rang out 
a general retreat, and the Dutch fell back from 
before St. Antoine in great disorder, the Irish 
regiment of horse with two French regiments 
‘were ordered to rush forward in pursuit. 


At 
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CHAPTER XVI.—After the Battle. 






~ Young Prince Charley was up bright and early 
on the morning of the battle, as he was very 
anxious to witness the great struggle if possible. 
As the young man’s father was an imbecile at 
the time, the son was regarded as the lawful king 
of England by a large portion of the people who 
were opposed to the reigning Dutch monarch. 
the French lost that battle, Prince Charley 








peasants around him, the young man hastened 
away to a wooded hill on the left of the battle- 
field, from the-edge of which he hoped to gain a 
good view of the warlike operations below. The 
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on the previous night and who had retired to the 
rear with him, was sleeping in a neighboring — 
cottage, and the prince did not care to arouse 
her to inform her of his movements. ene 


On gaining the edge of the wood the young 
gentleman could see and hear that the battle 
was already in progress close below him. Be- 
coming intensely excited as he watched the scene, 
and having acquired some knowledge of warfare, __ 
he moved along to a better position without 
noticing whither he went. He did not even notice __ 
the frightened peasants of the neighborhood 
peering out at him from the wood, or the move- _ 
ments of Fontenoy, and he saw the great columns 
of veterans moving to that splendid charge. The 
young prince then beheld the glorious Irish Brig- __ 
ade marching up to, assail their foes, and his a 
ee beat all the faster while he muttered  — 
aloud: | 2 

“What a pity it is that the brave Irish are 
doomed to fight against my countrymen. If I “§ 
were King of England I would abolish all the a 
hateful laws framed against the Irish people.” a 

A mocking laugh rang out from behind him |. 
at the moment, and he had barely time to tun 
around when he found himself surrounded by a 
party of English and Dutch troopers, led on by 
Colonel Barron. The unfortunate prince was 
see on the instant, while the English colonel _ 
cried: - a 

“You could not escape me, Charlie Stuart, as, 
my spies have been watching you since those; — 




















The prisoner was soon placed on horseback, ~ 
and the party rode back again at full speed, mak- 
ing for the Dutch camp. On reaching the rear ~ 
of the camp, the prisoner was led into a small _ 
cottage where he was surprised to see Fontenoy 
Farrell’s mother and Emma’Held, who was also 
held as captives. A strong guard was placed 
around the cottage under the command of Cap- 
tain Held, and Colonel Barron rode away, cry- — 
ing: te 
“Look well to your prisoners, captain, while I i 
hasten to charge against the enemy.” 3 + 
Mrs. Farrell and Emma recognized the young 
man on the instant, and they were both aware 
that he was Prince Charley Stuart. Fontenoy’s 
mother was proud to hear of the achievements of = 
her son on-the previous night, as related by the 
young prince, who concluded by saying: ; 


Ke have a firm belief that he will rescue us 
yet.’ pigke ! | a 

Mrs. Farrell then told of the wonderful dream  _ 
her husband had long years before, and she con- 
cluded by asking the young price: 

“How goes the battle, noble sir?” 

“When I last looked on the struggle,” replied — 
the young man, “the English were bearing all 
before them, having forced and carried the 
French center in a gallant manner, but the Irish 
aacorids was about to engage them as a last 
resort.” ; 


Captain Held then entered the cottage and ad- : 
dressed Emma in excited tones saying: . 
“You must prepare for a journey, as we must _ 
move at once. If you will be my wife I promise 
you full protection.” — “pi a 
“ll never be your wife,” cried the young girl. 
The prince cast his eyes out of the window at — 
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the moment and a scene of the utmost confusion 
‘met his gaze. The Dutch and English troopers 
were retreating in the wildest order, and he could 
readily see that they had suffered ‘a crushing 
a defeat. While he was still looking out, Captain 
__-Held sprang out of the cottage door to prepare 
E. for the journey, and along toward them rode 
_ olonel Barron at the head of his regiment of 
_ horse. Halting his regiment before the cottage 
the English colonel cried: 
_ “Out with the prisoners, Captain Held, and 
away with us, as we are sorely pressed.” 
_--~—«SWild ringing shouts were heard on the road 
behind, and then on to the attack dashed the 
e % /Avish horse regiment, Captain O’Falvey and Fon- 
| ‘tenoy Farrell riding in front. Colonel Barron 
= i wheeled his horsemen to meet that fiery onset, 
- as he was détermined to bear the prince away at 
all hazards, when the Irish troopers bore down 
on them shouting their war cries; and then a 
-—s fierce battle ensued. That struggle was soon 
___ over, however, as the English were forced to fly 
in wild disorder, leaving many of their dead and 
= _ wounded on the roadside. Captain O’Falvey faced 
- ©olonel Barron at the first onset, and the cruel 
_ Englishman was sent reeling from his saddle 
e Bee a terrible cut across’ his face. Fontenoy 
' Farrell encountered Captain Held almost at the 
= same moment, and the young scout of the Irish 
e Brigade put a full stop to the career of his 
treacherous cousin. 


It was night. after the battle, and the Irish 
troopers of the Brigade were encamped near the 
eottage where Prince Charley had been held a 
prisoner. That gallant prince was seated in the 
eS, cottage with Fontenoy Farrell, and the young 
_ man’s mother and Emma Held were present also. 
_ Addressing the young soldier of the Irish Brig- 
_ ade, Prince Charley said: 

Be “I ean never thank you enough, my brave 
. _ friend.” 

“Don’t mention it at all, noble sir,” responded 
Fontenoy. “This has been a great day for France 
and for the Irish Brigade, and it is said that the 
campaign is ended for the present.” 
ee - “Tf presume it is. The English will be com- 
___ pelléd to retreat from Flanders, and all the great 
cities will fall into the hands of the French.” 

- Fontenoy looked earnestly at the young prince 
ere he ventured to ask: 

E>. “Will the- victor affect you in any way, noble 
oe sir?” 4 ; 

The young prince’s eyes brightened a little as 
he replied: ~ 

Boe PAE trust that it will, ani I have reason to be- 
lieve baits: I will embark for Scotland ere many 
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days are over, silat I will raise my standard 


BUSINESS; or, MARK HOPKINS’S MOTTO.” tt 


and make a brave effort for gaining * my 4 
throne.” 1h ei aS 

Fontenoy grasped the hand ‘of the. young — 
prince, a= he said to ‘him: \ Sap 


“May Heaven prosper you, sir, and if you will 
permit me I will accompany you to Scotland, as 
the fighting is all over here for the present.” a a 

Fontenoy Farrell did accompany Prince Char- — 
ley to Scotland, where he took an active part in 
the glorious struggle that soon took place there. 
The gallant young scout survived that struggle, 
and, after passing through many thrilling ad- 
ventures, he returned to his old home again, 
when Emma Held became his wife. The war- 
like youth also jojned the Irish Brigade again, 
and he soon rose to the rank of colonel. Many 
years after his marriage Fontenoy fell on the 
field of battle, ending his glorious career in the 
same manner as his brave father. ; 






























Next week’s issue will cohtain “MINDING HIS 








RADIO FOR ENTOMBED MINER — ; 


Experimental work designed to test the availa- 
bility of radio as a means of communication be- 
tween miners entombed following fires and dis- 
asters and rescuing parties on the surface, con- — 
ducted by the Department of the Interior.at the . 
Pittsburg experiment station of the Bureau of 
Mines, “indicates that ordinary radio apparatus — 
would not be practicable for the purpose, says the 
Scientific American. There is some promise, how- 
ever, in the application of “wired -wireless,” or é 
line radio, which under mine conditions means — 
transmission along metallic conductors. such as te é 
water pipes, compressed air pipes, power and = 
lighting circuits and mine car tracks, and the, 
use of ground-current methods of signaling. 

Because of the higher conductivity and re-- 
sultant attenuation of the high-frequency radio 
waves in penetrating the earth, ralatively high 
power equipment, which means bulk and weight, 
would be required for mine rescue purposes. | For 
reliable communication by pure radio over dis- 
tances of even 1,000 to 2,000 feet through strata, 
transmitting equipment with an input of from 
50 to 200 watts or more, and used in conjunction 
with a sensitive receiver, would be required. 

Such equipment would be much too bulky ani | 
complicated to fulfill the Jeauirements. #0 ra, 
tical mine apparatus. 
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~The Rocky Road to Fortune 
By FRED FEARNOT 


(A Serial Story) 


CHAPTER IV.—(Continued) 


As a usual thing boys and girls are cruel to 
each other. They like to make each other squirm, 
mentally if not physically; but he laughed at all 
of them, and paid no attention to suggestions that 
were hurled at him. ——~ 

“Say, Lanky,” called out one of the boys, “I 
eee yo0 talking to the teacher one afternoon last 
week. 


“Yes, I used to talk to her every day when I 


went to school; in fact, I said my lessons to her.” 
“Oh, so did all of us.” | 
“Yes, but none of us ever had her arms around 


“Well, I did once;-and you can bet I'll never 
forget it as long as I live.” , 
By and by he went into the house, and shook 
hands with quite a number of other boys and 
girls; but he passed Freckles without so much as 
ooking at her, although she was sitting with a 
smile on her face, ready to put out her hand the 
moment she noticed a movement on his part to 
do so. 
_ As he passed her without noticing her the smile 
disappeared from her face, and she turned quite 
pale. Her lips compressed and her eyes fiashed. 
Poor as she was, she was a very proud girl. 


A girl friend was with her, and noticing it, © 


their eyes met, and Freckles hissed out: 

. “TJ hate him!” | : 

“You can’t blame him, Maggie,” said her friend. 
“You snubbed him once publicly in such a way 


that I guess he can’t get over it.” 


But all Maggie could do was to hiss between her 
teeth: vain 


During the evening he made himself extreme- 
ly agreeable to several of the girls, danced with 
feveral of them, and pulled candy with several; 
ut not once did he permit himself to come in 


pee IL =e 


contact with Freckles. 


A very pretty little girl, about fifteen appealed 
to him to help her pull her candy, as she had been 

_ given 'a larger piece than she could handle. 
He took hold, and so long were his arms that 


— he could pull it for her entirely; but when he got 


_ $t to working all right, she took hold to help him, 
and a really jolly time did they have. 
_ Several times he told her the candy wasn’t haJf 
gs sweet as she was, and that he would rather 
kiss her than to eat up all they pulled. 
He was really audacious in his compliments to 
several of the girls, and the majority of them be- 
ved that he was doing so just to spite Freckles; 


__ but scarcely a smile came to Freckles’s face dur- ° 


the entire evening. , 
1e little girl finally told him what she heard 


r say about him; that he was the brav- 


f- a 
od aT ga - 
es . 
es, gens fi ee 


_ truth?” 


/ 
did 


est young man in the whole State, but that he — 
wasn’t a beauty. % et orig 
He laughed and said: . 


“Well, the teacher tells the truth every time, _ 
and she is about the only lady I know who does.” 


‘My! are there no other girls who can tell the - 


“Yes, 
do it.” 


handed compliment, I’m sure.” 


CHAPTER V. ot 
Lanky Andy’s Pugilistic Painting. = ; 


When Freckles saw that Andy wouldn’t notice a 
her at the party she assumed a very stiff air her- 
self, and whenever his name was mentioned in 


her presence she elevated her nose, and looked 
as though she really didn’t know him. He paid > 


no attention to her, even when other parties came _ 


to him and said they heard her say this and that 
and the other thing. , | Br 


There were some larger boys present, who were es 
quite anxious to bring about a rumpus, so one of 
to ES ne 


them went up to him and said: 


“Say, Andy, Freckles says that you are the =e % 
meanest low-down boy in the district, and that she  — 


‘wouldn’t wipe her feet on you. Now!” . 
“Nick,” he replied, “that’s a jigger.” 
“Honest, now,” returned Nick. 

say it.” mrs 
“That’s two jiggers, Nick, and if you 

another one I’ll give you a staggerer.” 
Rt you can’t, Andy. You can’t use me as you 

om.” : Rie 
“All right. You make use of a good girl’s name 
and I’ll show you. Freckles is no friend of mine, 


but I know she wouldn’t say that about me, be- z 


cause it isn’t like her to do so. She is a lady.” 


“and give me the staggerer. You can’t do it, and 
don’t try.” bis 


Quick as a flash he stepped out of the door, and Ss : 
Nick followed him, and the next minute there was 49 


a@ mix-up right in front of the door. 
The house was al 


Nick was almost a match for Andy, but he 


finally got the worst of it and was forced to ad- ‘oa 


mit that he had lied to Andy. 


_ “T knew it well enough, because I know it would fa 
choke you to tell the truth. Now, the next oneof 
you chaps who comes to me and says that Freck- 3 


les said this or that I’l] smash him.” 
Of course Freckles heard that, and she wanted 
to know what it was all about. 7s 


“Let somebody else tell you,” said Andy, “tor am 
I won’t,” and with that he turned and walked 


straight back to his home. | 
Some other boy, though, told the story, and 


Freckles soon learned the truth that Andy had ee 


thrashed Nick for telling a falsehood about her. 
She burst into tears, and cried out: ea) 
“Oh, won’t you boys Jet mé alone? I never said 


such a thing about Andy in my life, and wouldn’t . 


for mv right arm.” A Se 
Had Andy been there at that time reconciliation ~~ 

might have resulted, but he was then several hun- _ 

dred yards on his way back home; though he - 5 


4 . 


left the marks of his fist behind him on bo 





there are plenty of them, but they don’t | = E 
“Well,” laughed the little girl, “that is a lefte 


“T heard her i 


give me —. = 


“Well, just come out of the house,” replied Nick, | 6 


most emptied by those | a. 
- wanted to see the fight. : eee who . s 





ee of Nick that 1 remained there for eas ten days. 
_-__-Nick finally confessed that he was merely hav- 
a ; ing fun with Andy, teasing him. 
ee. “Well,” snapped Freckles, “you had some fun 
a with him, didn’t a _I hope you are satisfied 
rw With it.” 
a | Ves, I’m satisfied. I gave him as much as he 
«gave me.” — 
yy “I don’t lias it. Your mother won’t know 
x ee to-morrow morning. Your eyes will be black. 
c *m sorry he didn’t smash your nose, for you are 
always sticking it into other people’s business.” 
Her prediction was right, for the next morning 
Nick’s eyes were in deep mourning, and no one 
was more surprised at it than he was himself, 
for he hadn’t believed that the blows he had re- 
_«-€eived were sufficient to leave any impression ; 
' -~=«0 ~When he looked at his face in a piece of mir- 
ror that was tacked on the wall of his room he 
Was as mad as a hornet, and vowed that if Andy’s 
‘were not discolored that. way, too, he would soon 
make them so. So he went in search of Andy, de- 
termined to take another thrashing, if necessary, 
_. to give Andy a black eye. 

They were living out in what was known in 
that section as the ‘““Backwoods.” The little vil- 
lage where the schoolhouse was situated was 
named Mohawk, and it constituted only about a 
couple of hundred population, but the poor far- 

mers were thick. There was not much waste land, 
‘put it was certainly very poor land. 
Nick found Andy at work in the field. 
There were two other boys with him, who 
wanted to see the fun. 
“Lanky,” he said, as he started toward him, “J 
own you a pair of black eyes.” 
 “That’s all right, Nick,” returned Andy. “Just 
wait till I send you the bill in for them, and then 
you can pay for them.” 


E = “Gosh-ding it!” retorted Nick. “I don’t like to 
 . owe a debt.” With that he dashed at him, hold- 
e _ ing a stone in one hand, with which he intended 
tae to hit him in the face while clinging to him, but 
”. “Andy was too sharp to be caught that way. 

E He dodged by ducking his head, and butted him 
E, 


ay 





in the pit of the somach with such force as to 
‘knock him: completely out. 
- Then he jumped on him, and blackened his eyes 
still farther, and he cut his lips badly with a blow 
from his fist against his front teeth. 


- «When Andy let him up he left the field in ‘a 
ry hurry, followed by the other boys, who were 
laughing. 

“Well, maybe they’ll let me alone after a while, 
m7’ but I wonder what Miss Mary thinks of my hav- 
sing’ to do so much of that kind of work. I don’t 
think she will think it the rocky road to fortune 
by any means, but whenever they tackle me I’m 
- ~-«- going to lick them if I can. And to think, too, it 
. Is all about Freckles, whom I don’t l6ve one bit.” 
; A couple of days later the young teacher came 
around on a visiting tour, intending to take in 
several families. / 

She stopped at the Wilmot home to chat a few 
minutes with Lanky’s mother. 

Some of the children ran out in the field and 
told Lanky that the teacher was in the house; so 
_ he threw down his hoe and went to the house, 
a _ pre ared to smile his prettiest. _ 
| & e was barefooted, of course. 
| When mee saw i she smiled, and asked: 
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“you believe everything that gossips run and tell 


is no_foundation for either. 
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. Be on are you doing Andy—stilt working?” 


teacher.” ie 

“Well, it seems to me the farmers are about “5 tag 
through with their work.” + hE A 
“Well, not me. I can always find something to =, cams 
do. I’ve taken to painting lately.” eae 


“Painting, eh? What have you been ee 
He looked straight at her and asked: 3 
“Have you seen Nick Porter lately?” 


She looked at him inquiringly, and as hismean- 
ing flashed over her she laughed heartily, ex- __ 
claiming: ee 


“Well, Andy, if you can paint one’s face so well “Fe 
on such short practice you’ll soon become a mas- 
ter of the art; but whether you’ll ever make a for- > 
tune at it is the question.” ~ ge 

“Well, I had to.do it. He came here after me, 
and I’m such a good-natured slob that I thought | 
I’d do my best. for him. Why didn’t you come to _ 

the party the other night?” * 

“I did intend to, Andy, but I had a headache all - 
that evening. They tell me that you danced with i 
all the ct and had a good time.” 

“Well, I tried to be as pleasant as I could, but. a 
I was thinking, thinking, thinking, all the time.” 

“Well, let me tell you, Andy, that the man who 
thinks accomplishes something after a while. No 
man ever becomes great unless he uses his brain. “a 
It is the brain workers that make their marks in __ 
the world and command fortunes. There are — 3 
thousands of men, too, who work hard all the time _ 
with their hands, while their brains are asleep. 
Of course, they remain poor all their lives. Think, -y 
think, and think hard.” a 

She talked to him with the privilege of a renee Ce 

and the mother seemed highly pleased that a 
see took the trouble to do so, for he was no longer = 
a pupil of hers. ce 

On her way around visiting other families the Lae 
teacher met Freckles, and the girl was trying to — Oe 
pass her without speaking, but Miss Wilson called . 
out to her: 

“Maggie, Maggie, what are you “trying to pass 
me without speaking for? What harm have ie Oe 
done you? What in the world is the matter with — 

ou? ” 

“Really, I don’t know,” was her reply. 
are talking so much.” 

“Well, don’t you pay any attention to what 
gossips tell you, Maggie, or you will have a mis- 
erable life. Always think well of everybody, and 
always be carefuly not to say anything to wound 
anybody’s feelings. I never uttered a word against © a 
you in my life, and I don’t believe you’ve said 
anything about me. So why should either of u 
be miserable about what the gossips say. They | 
have been running to you, saying things about 
Andy, while I know, and you have heard, oe ra 
he has even fought in defense of you. He is st 
your best friend, and yet you think he isn’t; so if 


































“People 








you you'll lead a miserable life, Maggie. Never 
listen to talebearers. A talebearer who comes to” 

you with stories about other people will go to — 
them with stories about you, when probably there > 
Come and see me 
now, Maggie, at my boarding-house. I may n 
teach here next year, for I’m applying for a 
other position, in a county more than a h dr 
and fifty miles from here.’ ay Ry 


_ (To be continued. » 
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PLUCK AND LUCK 
GOOD READING — 


FROGS LIVE FOR YEARS WALLED UP IN 
_ Several green frogs, imprisoned in cemented 
gravel, were set free when a road crew made a 
cut in.a country road near Okanogan, Wash. They 
were found —_ imbedded three feet below the 
surface of the old highway. The frogs showed 
considerable animation on being released, givin 
no signs of the inconvenience caused by sever 
years’ imprisonement. | 3 
_ Trevor Kincaid, professor of biology in the 
University of Washington, declared the existence 

_ of frogs imprisoned in cement over a period of 

- years quite possible. poe 


THE FRUIT OF HONESTY 

- It cannot be too often insisted that honesty and 
integrity, coupled with hard work and perseve- 
rance, will pay. 
A country editor retired on $50,000 and ex- 
plained his success as follows: 

“I attribute my ability to retire with a $50,000 
bank account, after spending thirty years in the 


newspaper field, to close appkication to duty, al-— 


ways hewing to the mark and letting the chips 
_ fall where they may, to the most rigid rules of 
economy, never spending a cent foolishly, ever- 
_ Jastingly keeping at my job with a whole heart, 
and the death of an uncle who left me $49,999.50.” 


_ FEATS OF STRENGTH 


Milo, the famous athelete of ancient Greece, 
born 520 B. C., was victor at both the Ciympic 
and Pythian games for six times in succession. 
‘On one occasion he ran four miles with an ox 
on his shoulders, killing the animal with a blow 
of his fist, and then ate the entire carcass in one 
day. An ordinary meal for this gluttonous Titan 
was twenty pounds of bread, twice that much 
meat, and fifteen pints of wine. 
_ Perydamus of Thessalia, another old-time Sam- 
* son, was almost the equal of Milo, both in prodig- 
- jous feats of strength and enormous appetite. 
One ,day—so it is recorded—he seized a bull by 
its hind feet. The enraged animal finally man- 
aged to escape, but.is said to have left both hoofs 
‘ , the athlete’s hands. ~ 
_ Maxaminus, the giant Roman emperor, could 
- twist coins into corkscrews, powder hard rocks be- 
tween his fingers, and do other seeming impossi- 
ple things. When angered he often broke the jaw 
'a horse or the skull of an ox with his fist. His 
e’s bracelet served him for a ring, and every 
ay he ate sixty pounds of meat and drank an 
mphora of wine. | 
Topham, the prince of English strong men, had 
nots of muscle where the armpits are in the or- 
nary man. He could take a bar of iron an inch 
a half in diameter and five feet long, place 
middle of it over the back of -his neck, and 
force the ends forward until they met before 
e. On one occasion he called upon a village 


7 : 


nd made of him an everlasting ene- 


Le 


. 


”"~ 


my by picking up a number of horseshoes and Ha : 


snapping them in two as easily as if they had been) 
pine sticks. | : cid : wis Gaal 


THE NUMBER OF THE STARS 


When one looks up at the “star spangled” can- _ 
opy. of blue on a ‘ine evening, he unconsciously 
thinks that the number of bright specks which ~ 
shine to such a fine advantage against their azure 
background are beyond computation. sa 

Such, however, is not the case. Bring the eye 
to bear upon a certain section of the sky, with — 
some first magnitude star for a starting point, — 
and see what an easy task it is to count all Diose | 
within a large circle. ea 

You will not count more than half a thousand ~ 
before you find out that you have covered a good- 
ly part of the visible firmament; in fact, there 
are seldom more than six thousand stars visible 
to the naked eye from any one point of observa- — 
tion. ‘ 

A rare atmosphere may add a thousand to this 
number, but a slight haziness is more likely to re- 
duce the visible number to one-fifth or one-fourth. 
There are probably another two thousand which 
are never visible (those lying around the poles) 
which gives us eight thousand in all that would 
possibly be visible to the naked eye. 1 

With an opera glass or cheap telescope the 
number may be increased to three hundred 
thousand, while with a large sized instrument like | 
that of Lord Rosse or the one of the Lick Obser- 
vatory, seventy million of these worlds of greater 
or lesser magnitude may be quite readily counted. 


The variance in the number to be seen with the _ ——_ 


naked eye, the opera glas sand the more perfect 
astronomical instruments arises from the fact 
that some are larger, some are further away, 
while others yet are more brilliant than their fel. 
lows. y 

There are only twenty of this entire lot known 
as stars of the first magnitude; thirty-five are 
second magnitude stars. one hundred and forty — 
are third, three hundred and twenty-seven are 
fourth, nine hundred and sixty of the fifth, four 
thousand four hundred of the sixth, and about 
fourteen thousand of the seventh magnitude. 

At present our sun with its train of planets is 
rushing through space, the stars efore the train 
making way, while those behind closé up after 
it has passed. 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 


eS. TURKISH, FIRE FIGHTING 
ss In Constantinople Turkish firemen respond to 
_ an alarm of fire with a small pump attached to 
__ +@ garden hose. The city’s fire loss is so heavy 
_ that the city virtually is rebuilt every fifty years. 
= . And strangely enough, the most popular attrac- 
_ tion in the municipal museum is a modern fire 
_ truck in bright red with brass trimmings, pre- 
_ sented to the city before the World War by the 
_ German Kaiser. The Turks were puzzled what to 
do with it until some one suggested putting it in 
the museum. 
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BABY COMES AS FREIGHT 

Neatly tagged and traveling as freight, two- 
year-old Carl Andres Brumme arrived alone in 
Hoboken on the Scandinavian-American liner 
 Helig Olav the other day. Flapping from his but- 
_ tonhole and seeming very much oversize was a 
| label reading: “I am an American citizen. I 
z. speak English. I am not lost, neither am I stray- 
____ ing nor have I been kidnapped. I am going home 

_ to my father and mother in the U. S. A.” 
His parents met him at the pier and took him 
to his home at 2767 Morris avenue, the Bronx. 


WINTER DARKNESS IN SPITZBERGEN 

‘4 The period of winter darkness in Spitzbergen, 
Northern Norway, begins on Oct. 26 and con- 
-**tinues until Feb. 17. The Midnight Sun rises 
above the horizon on-April 19 and sinks below on 
Aug. 24. During’ the summer the temperature 
-_- varies from 37 degrees to 50 degrees F., and in 
_- winter it drops as low as —40 degrees; the mean 
annual temperature is about 16 degrees F. Be- 
cause of the dryness of the air the low tempera- 
tures do not cause the penetrating chill that they 


u 


would in more humid regions. 















_ ELECTRIC MACHINE FOR SEARCHING 
Be WORKERS 


a) 





; To avoid workers in factories which employ 
- 4n their products gold, silver or precious stones 
. guffering the indignity of being selected for 
_ searching, a clever Danish engineer has invented 
 @ special apparatus. Hitherto the custom has 
_ deen to stop at haphazard a certain proportion of 
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a moment. 


-much are you going to leave her? 
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the “hands” leaving such factories at night, thus 
apparently casting suspicion upon the individual 
so selected. By this new invention all this is ob- 
viated, for the worker asked to adjourn to the 
searching room is chosen by a. machine. pi 
The apparatus consists of a container holding 
a number of balls corresponding to the number of 
workers. engaged in the factory. Some of the — 

balls are made of a material conductive of elec- — 
tricity. As the workers pass to the exit they 
press a button, when a ball is released and rolls 
out of the container, and a white lamp glows for 
In such case the worker passes on. 
Should one of the conducting spheres roll out, 
the electric current turns on a red lamp, andthat 
means that the person so indicated is one of those — 
to be searched. As any quantity of either kind 
of a ball can be placed in the machine beforehand, 
the management can decide how many, or how 
few, workers are to be indicated by the red lamp = 
and searched accordingly. i. a 
































LAUGHS 


“Military Instructor—What is meant by heredi- y 
tary enemies? Recruit—Your relations. | = 


“Does your husband give you a little surprise ms 
now and then?” “Oh, yes. He occasionally comes  — 
home sober.” ae 


veh Ue: 
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Callow Youth—Barber, how long will I have to 
wait for a shave? Barber(glancing at him)— 
Oh, about two years. 7 
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“What are you doing in that cupboard, Bertie?” 
“Hush,” said Bertie, digging a spoon into a jam 


pot, “I’m pretending to be a burglar.” - 


Boss (to new boy)—yYou’re the slowest we’ve 
ever had. Aren’t you quick at anything? Boy— 
Yes, sir; nobody can get tired as quick as I can. 


“What makes those pies look so thin?” asked — “3 
the railroad restaurant manager. “Swattin’ the  __ 
fies what light on ’em,” replied the blonde girl at- 
tendant. : : 






Ns at cane Be 

“So, doctor, you are still single. Ah, I fear 
that you are somewhat of a woman hater.” “Nay, __ 
madam; it is to avoid becoming one that I re- . 
main a bachelor.” ae 


be 
if 
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Tom—Is it true that you proposed to Alice and — 
were rejected? Jack—Not exactly rejected—she — 
said when she felt like making a fool of herself 
she’d let me know. aD 







, \ 






Her Father—You’ve been calling on my daugh- é 
ter for some time, young man. hy don’t you © 
come down to business? Suitor—Very well! How — 






“Want a job, eh?” “Yes, sir; I am looking for 
a place where there is plenty of work.” “I am. 
sorry, but there would not be enough work here 
to keep you busy an hour a day,” “That’s plenty 
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PLUCK ‘AND LUCK 
“POINTS OF INTEREST 


oo 


rin ae BEES IMPRISON FAMILY 

<The family of Mathias Poschinger, Louisville, 
_ Ky:, were held virtual prisoners al] day in their 
home by bees, estimated to have numbered 60,000. 
- The bees, vagrants from a nearby wood, took pos- 
_ _session of the Poschinger front porch. Every at- 

‘tempt of the besieged family to gain freedom was 
promptly blocked by the insects. \ 


~ .-.. . ISLAND OF ST. MARTIN 
_  .§t. Martin is one of the West India Islands, 
the northern part belongigg to the French, and 
the southern part to the Dutch. It lies mid- 
way between Anguilla and St. Bartholomew, 
latitude 18 degrees 4 minutes, longitude 53 de- 
grees 10 minutes west. Its area is about 30 


The surface is hilly, well watered, 


Of the French portion about one-third is under 
- eultivation. The chief’ products are rum and 
sugar. Many cattle are reared. The southern, 
or Dutch, part is less fertile and wooded; the 
__ principal products are sugar, rum and salt. The 

French and Dutch made a settlement in this 
island in 1638, but they were expelled by the 
Spaniards, who themselves abandoned it in 1650. 
The French and Dutch subsequently resumed pos- 
session and divided it between them. The popu- 
 jation of the northern, or French, division is 


= 


~ carrying a load of 300 pounds. 


about 1,500 and of the Dutch, or southern, part | 


- about the same. Forty years ago the population 
was about double what it is today. 


PAVING THE WORLD’S STREETS 


despite the 
tens of road-making material have been removed, 
- says Popular Mechanics. It is estimated that 10,- 
000,000 tons of the mixture have been churned 
into asphalt by gases 
ccwkich is:known as Devil’s Caldron among 
- the natives.. To transport the material, rails 
mounted on ties have been extended over the 
surface, and cars are run out to the diggers, 
who never move the scene of operations, as each 
morning finds the holes left by the previous 
day’s activity filled up. About every three days, 
the pitch covers the railway, which slowly sinks 
into the soft material and must be raised and 
 yelaid. By means of this track, 100,000 tons of 
asphalt are withdrawn from the lake each year. 
The entire deposit covers an area of about 110 
 ageres. but its depth has never been measured. 


CAMELS IN AUSTRALIA 


es. 


acres, 


during thevages in Pitch 


. paraffine. 


: Although the camel proved unsatisfactory for . 


use as a beast of burden in the mining regions of 
Nevada and Arizona, the animal is rapidly coming 
into favor and profitable use in mining countries 
jn other parts of the world. It seems probable 
to the mining industry that in South Africa the 
mel will take the place of the horse for most 
’s, as the camel is not injured by the insects 
nich’ prove fatal to the horse and the bullock, 
r is it attacked by the diseases that destroy oth- 


er beasts of burden. The Germans are already). 


making great use of the camels in southwest Af- — 
rica. They are found to be very valuable for 
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making long journeys, as they are able to travel 


a whole wee 
lia the came] is fast taking the ‘place of bullocks © 


without water or food. In Austra- 


for use in the barren interior regions. It is stated 


that there are already opened’ up and in regular | 
work in Australia five lines of camel traffic, and 

that on these lines over 2,000 camels are in daily — 
use. Camels are found to be so useful that the 

number employed will be increased as rapidly as 
possible. With bullock teams only about ten miles 
a day can be made, but it is found that the camel - 
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will travel eighty-four miles in eighteen hours, | 


In the interior 
of Australia are 1,000,000 square miles of almost 
unknown desert, and it is on the great inland 
plains that it is intended to utilize the camel 
trains, as by their use the various cases of civiliza- 
tion may be more directly connected than by the 
old bullock routes. On the arid plains and among 
the mud flats and brackish lakes the camel finds © 
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plenty of coarse grass and thorny shrubs on whicli 


to subsist. 
in Australia for 1,000,000 camels. 7% 


AN ‘ODD KNIFE’S LONG TRIP. | 

To cleanse one of the long pipes that carries 
crude oil from the wells of western Pennsyl- 
vania to the refineries in Philadelphia, an odd 


appearing instrument has just concluded its long 
journey hither underground. As the oil fiows | 


through these underground conduits, the paraf- 


fine in the fluid is separated, and this residuum _ 


incrusts the sides of the pipes and proves a seri- 


ous hindrance to the free passage of the current. — 


of oil. 


The device that is used. to remedy this evil is a 
knife about two feet in length, with a sharp 


edge that is constructed exactly like the thread 


of a screw. Indeed, the knife itself resembles 
a huge headless screw more than anything else: 
it is always slightly smaller in diameter than the 
pipe it passes through. 
When the thickness o 


inserted in the first link of the huge iron chain . 
far off in the oil fields. It receives its motive — 
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f the crust of paraffine “a a 
renders a cleansing necessary, this instrument is, ~ 


It is claimed that work can be found 
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power from the stream of petroleum, which it _ 
accompanies all the way from Philadelphia, re- 


volving rapidly. as it hurries along, and scrap- 
ing the channels 


It turns and twists an 
throughout its whole long journey, finally drop- 
ping fyom the pipes in the midst of \the vast 


into the receiving tanks at Philadelphia. 


clean from every particle of 


“Aa 


d cleanses in this manner 


Ve 
stream of petroleum that empties continuously 


ites 


edges, to be sure, are duller than when it set 


out upon its expedition, but otherwise its condi- ° 


tion is perfect. It is immediately shipped back ~ < 
to the fields, when it is sharpened again, and jaid 


< . 


away until future paraffine accumulations r edtirds? d 
once more’ its valuable services. = = 
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FROM ALL POINTS — 


a DAY AND NIGHT POPULATIONS OF SAND 
a | . DUNES 
o Just as cities have their hustling daytime popu- 
_ lations and their night-life denizens made up of 
_ «quite separate classes of people, so the little ‘Sa- 
haras on American sand dunes have entirely dif- 
ferent day and night populations of insects, Prof. 
Royal N. Chapman of the University of Minne- 


covered through a study of small dunes in Minne- 
sota. They found a night population consisting 
almost entirely of one species of beetle, which 
burrowed deeply into the ground at the first 
streak of day and remained there until dark came 
again. The daytime population was more varied. 
Both night and day groups were largely governed 
in their movements by temperature. 
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_ COCAINE SUBSTITUTE USED AS ANES- 
THETIC 


A new anesthetic, which ultimately may re- 
sult in the abandonment of-cocaine for this pur- 
pose, has been discovered by Dr. Schulemann, Ger- 
man scientist, it was announced’ by the American 
Chemical Society. 

_ The new compound, known as tutokain, is said 
to have been discovered among the intermediate 
products in the manufacture of artificial rubber. 
Unlike cocaine, it is non-poisonous in practical 
use, it is said, and can be sterilized without de- 
: composition. 
“Cocaine,” according to the society’s report, “is 
- s0 much in demand in Germany to-day that be- 
 ¢ause of its habit-forming properties attempts 
| are being made to discontinue its use and gradu- 
ally forbid its manufacture and traffic.” 

Both in chemistry and pharmacy, it is said, 
German scientists are endeavoring to substitute 
synthetic chemicals for medicines obtained from 
plants. 








TO EXPLORE VIRGINIA CAVES 


- 
Headed by Dr. Chester A. Reeds of the Depart- 

ment of Geology of the American Museum of 
y Natural History, a party of members of the Ex- 
5 plorers’ Club are now on a trip to the Endless 
ze Caverns in the Shenandoah Valley, near New 
-- . Market, Va. 
The caverns were discovered in 1879. 
_-—~—s- were partly explored, and one section was opened 
to the public in 1920. They are believed to be 
several million years old, and the object of the 
__— present expedition is to visit the unexplored sec- 
tions and locate the sources of the cave streams. 

Besides Dr. Reeds, the party will include David 
- UL. Brainard, Henry Collins Walsh, founder of the 
_ Explorers’ Club; H. D. Ashton, the big game 
_. photographer, who recently made the trin_ to 
Porto Rico on the naval dirigible Los Angeles, 
and Merle la Voy, known as an explorer of 
’. Alaska and the Solomon Islands. 

Dr. Reeds spent four days in the caverns last 
January, and this time expects to penetrate be- 
yond the one and a half miles that already have 
Pen exvilored. — 3 4 : 


= 


i c 
Pie, seu 





sota and some of his graduate students have dis- - 
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PLUCK AND LUCK 


THE LIBERTY BOYS OF "76 
Tales of the Revolution | a 


We can still supply the following numbers of Me 
the above Weekly: — . ee 


Price 8 Cents Each ~ 


1212 The Liberty Boys at Trinty Fire; or, Capturing a | 
Dangerous Spy. , te ty 

1213“ aene Washington; or, Great Work at White 
arsa. : = ty 

1214 “ Young Scout; or, Fighting the Redcoat Raiders. | 

12i5> * ey Robie Swamp; or, General Marion”’s Daring 

1216 * 

4257555 = 


eed. . 
on the Border; or, Exposed to Mahy Perils. 
Nerve; or, Not Afratd of the King’s Minions. = 
Defiance; or, “Catch and Hang Us if You Can.” SE 
to the Rescue; or,°A Host Within Themselves. eg 
Narrow. Escape; or, A Neck and Neck Race - 
Pluck; or, Undaunted by Odds. : ae 
fe 
=: 


tie < 


1220°°**° 


1221°° * 
1222“ 
1223 .“ 
1226" 
122335 ” 
1226 “ 


Peril; or, Threatened from Al] Sides. . ma 
Luck; or, Fortune Favors the Brave. ‘ 
Trap and What They Caught in It. ae 
Puzzled: or, The Tories Clever Scheme. 2 
si“ Stroke; or, Capturing a British Man-of- 


ar. 
Trapped; or, The Beauteful Tory. ES 
Big Mistake; or, What Might Have Been. a e 
Fine Work; or, Doing Things Up Brown ae 
at Bay; or, The Closest Call of All. . 
On Their Mettle; or, Making it Warm for the ie 
Redcoats. ee Thee 
Double Victory; or, Downing the Redcoats and Ree 
Tories. i 
Suspected; or, Taken for British Spies. ape 
Clever Trick; or. Teaching the Redcoatsa a 
Thing or Two. 


Good Spr Work; or, With the Redcoats in 
Philadelphia. ; 

Battle Cry; or, With Washington at the — 
Brandywine. 

Wild Ride; or, A Dash to Save a Fort. 

in a Fix; or, Threatened by Reds and Whites. - 

Big Contract; or, Holding Arnold In Check. 

Shadowed ; or, After Dick Slater for Revenge. 

Signal; or, At the Clang of the Bell. 

Fake Surrender; or, The Ruse That Succeeded. 

Plot; or, The Plan That Won. 

ee Work; or, Risking Life for Liberty's 

ause, 

Duped; or, The Friend Who Was An Enemy. 

Flush Times; or, Reveling in British Gold. -— 

Prize and How They Won It. 

Great Haul! or, Taking Everything in Sight. 

in a Snare; or. Almost Trapped. 

Brave Rescue: or, In the Nick of Time, 

Big Day; or, Doing Business by Wholesale | 

Net; or, Catching the Redcoats and Tortes. ~ 

Worried; or, The Disappearance of Dick Slater. 

Iron Grip; or. Squeezing the Redcoats. ‘ 

Success; or, Doing What They Set Out to Do. 

Setback; or, Defeated But Not Disgraced, — te 

in Toryville;.or, Dick Slater’s Fearful Risk. ~~ 

Aroused; or, Striking Strong Blows for Liberty. ~ 

Triumph; or, Beating the Redcoats at Thelr  — 
Own Game. ae 

Scare; or, A Miss as Good as a Mile. ae 

Danger: or, Foes On All Sides. ; a 

Flight; or, A Very Narrow Escape. Naa 

Strategy; or, Outgeneraling the Enemy. . ee 

Warn S0ee or, Showing the Redcoats How to - =~ 
‘ight. a eae 

Push; or, Bound to Get There. 

Desparate Charge; or, With “Mad Anthony” at 
Stony Point. eA ety 

Justice, and How They Dealt It Out. eee 

Bombarded; or, A Very Warm Time. ~ fee 

Sealed Orders; or, Going It Blind. > ae 

Going It Blind; or. Taking Big Chances. ; au 

Brave Stand: or, Set Back But Not Defeated. 

Daring; or, Not Afraid of Anything. we 

Big Risk; or, Ready to Take a, Chance = 


1259 se 


1260 “ 
1261 “* 
1262 ** 
1263 “* 
1264 “ 


1265 “ 
1266 “ 


1267.“ 
1268 “ 
1269 rT 
Ten 
1971 . ** 
1272 ., | 
1273 | ‘ 29 ee 
Any of the above numbers will be mailed to you 
postage free, upon receipt of the price in money, OF 
postage stamps. : Os ace 
HARRY E. WOLFF, PUBLISHER, INC., Rts 
os 166 West 23rd Street, es 
‘New York, N. ¥. | | ieee 





Se). ee 
' Be c = 


ae ees 


| 


a 


| 


“t 


eS ee ee 
Ve 


pa”) 
aa 


~ ove Styr 


a a eS) ow 


eel 


rare 





yy ) | 









"LUMINOUS PAINT _ 


= Make Your Watches, 
ow Visible by Night The ver ‘anurans in the scientific 


Clocks, Etc., 


world. practically unobtain- 


able exce & at an exorbitant price, we have at last succeeded in producing this remarkable 


LUMINOUS PAINT, which, applied to the surface of an 
rendering it perfectly visible in thedark, THE DARKER THE NIG 
Anyone—you can do it. 
of your watch or clock will enable you to tell the time by night. 


LIANT IT SHINES. Quite simple to use. 


article, es. rays of white light, 
E MORE BRIL- 

A Te. applied to the dial 

You can coat the push but- 


tone or switch plates of your electrig lights, match boxes, and innumerable other ortielee: 


make *zor own Luminous Crucifixes, 
Gc and $1 postpaid. 


Luminous R 5 } bottle, 7 
JOHNSON SMITH & CO. Dept s00, RACINE wh 


Dept. » RACINE, wis. 


Serpent’s Eggs is Slgaeatens 






gy contains 12 eggs. When 
wee ® match, ench one 
gradually hatches itself into a eee 
peaks povera! > 
a whieh 
rile oad twiate 
shank in a most 
life-like manner, ‘ a 
Price per box, 100 postpzia, 3 for 25c. 


ighRGTTE™ MAKER 





Roll your own and save money. Makes 
them better and quicker besides saving more 
than half, Use your favorite brand of 
to . Nest, useful and handy. Pooket 
alse, weighs }4'on. Made entirely of metal, 
nickel-plated. Price 2Sc¢ postpaid. 


MIDGET BIBLE 


cumosiry Ae 
Smallest Bible fF 
inthe World. 
ise of a post 


goes luck to 
he owner. 
genuine > s 
of art. Must 
be seen to be ap eoslated. Make good money 
selling them to friends, earek acquaintances, 


te. PRICE 180 each. 3 for 40c, 12 for 
$1.35, 100 for $7.50. Alsoobtainable in 
ther Binding, with oid ee Price 50c¢ 
each, 3 for $1.28, Magni- 
fying Gless for use with oMidee Py Title, 15c. 
Withabunch 
of these bills, 
itis easy for 
each person 
of Hmited 
means to 
appear 
rosperous 
y flashing 
& roll of 
these bills 
at the 


time and peeling oft a eenuine bit 
or two from the outside of the roll, 
the effect created will be found to 
be all that can be desired. Prices, 
postpaid: 40 Bills 20c, 125 for 50c, 
or $3.50 thousand postpaid. 


Wonderful X- “Ray Tube 


a 
Bs ponte 
ducing opt nal 
{llusions both 
surprising and 
startling. Withit 
you can see = is apparently the bones of 
our fingers, the lead in a lead pencil, the in- 
rior opening in a jive stem, and many other 
similar illusions. “A mystery that no one has 
been able to antisfactorily explain. Price soe. 
2 foraSc, idosen T5o. Johnson Smith & Co. 



















SS : Design 





A VERY etriking and uncommon ring. Bilver 
finish, skull and crossbone design, with two 
brilliant, flashing gems sparkling out of the 
eyes. Said by many to bring Good Luck to the 
wearer, hence ite name, ood Luck Ring. 
Very unique ring that you will take a pride in 
wearing. ONLY 25 CENTS. 





LIKE ORDINARY CIGARETTES. 
our’ SUCH REAL STARTLERS! The box 
containg ten genuine cigarettes of excellent 
omy: They appear so renl, but when ench 
cigarette jsabout one-third smoked, the vietim 
aete a very great surprise ae it goes off with a 
loud BANG! A great mirth ore yet 
entirely harmless.’ Price 25¢ per bo 


Popular Watch Charms 


[5¢ 
. ONLY 


8 for 40c; $1.35 doz. 


Very. pretty little curfosities and decided! 

novel. Fitted with Magnifying Lenses that 
enlarge the pictures to a very surprising degree: 
in fact, it seems almost incredible that a clear 
picture could be possible in auch @ small com- 
pans, and nay END and diatinet they show up 
when you look through, me in assorted 
viewe—Actresses, views of Panama Canal, 
Lord's Prayer in type, oto. 


Mystic Skeleton 


A jointed figure 
of a skeleton 14 
in. in height, will 
dance to music 
and perform va- 
rious gyrations 
and movements 
while the oper- 
ator may be some 
distance from it. 


NEW BOOK ON 


ROPE SPLICING 


Useful Knots, Hitches, 


Splices, etc. 


A most practical handbook 
iving complete and simple 
ireotions for making all the ty 

most useful knots, hitches,  #¥Y 

rigging, splices, etc. Over OF 

100 illustrations. Allabout YG 

wire rope attachments, lash- / 

ing, bloc ke, tackles, eto. # AY 

37 Heraldic Knots illue 8 E 

trated. Of great value to Qi 

mechanics, riggers, campers, 
boatmen. Price 20c ppd. 


MAGIC FLUTE 
Wonderfully Sweet Toned and Musical 


The Magio Flute, or Humans 
» atone, is o unique and novel 
musical instrument that is 
played with nose and mouth 
combined. There is just a 
little knack in playing 
it which, when once ac- 
quired after a little prac- 
















Xo eee Sey 


Post ek i ae tice will enable you to 
Paid Re = ame DT oduce very sweet 
25c Cite musio that somewhat 

resembles a flute. There 


ig no fingering, and onee you have mastered 
it you can y all kinds of music with facility 
and ease, Wives played as an accompaniment 
to @ piano or any other musical instrument, 
the effect ie as charming as it is surprising. 


Address orders for all goods on this page to 


_JOHNSON SMITH & CQ. 


Dept. 405 





RACINE, WviS. 


A DeLuxe Edition of our new 1925 CATALOG mailed on receipt of 25c. 
Handeome cloth binding. Only book of its kind. 420 pages of all the tat- 
est tricks in magic, the newest noveltics, puzzles, games, sporting goods, 
interesting books, curiosities in seeds and plants, etc., unprocureble 





BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL 


Protection against Burgiare, Trampe & Doge 
ce . 









Price 
$4 00 
“i: oad 


Well made and effective; 
modelled on latest type 
of Revolver; appearance 
alone in enough to scare 
@ burglar. When loaded 
it may be as effective ag 
@ real revolver sino 
danger to life. It takes 
standard .22 Cal. Biank Cartridges obtainable everge 
where. Price $1.00 postpaid. Blank Cartridges, 
by express, 500 per JOO. Holster a ewuey. type) fog 
Blank Cartridge Pistol, SOc, postpa 
“Dept. 405 » 


Johnson Smith & Co., 
BOYS! 


BOYS! 


_— YOUR VOICE 


Into a trunk, under 
the bed or any- 
‘ where. Lots of fun 
wg We, fooling the tteach- 
mai er, “policeman or 

ma friends. 


THE VENTRILO 


a little instrument, fits 
in the mouth out of 
sight, used with above 
for Bird Calls, etc. Any- 
Never Fails. A 32 7“ Bb 

eve ie page book on Vere 
triloquism, the Ventrillo, ALL FOR 10CENTS 


saree as 















Everything about the Mu Klux Mian told 
in a clear, fearless manner. Book tells all— 
How it started and was oppressed in 1871 
—The New Ku Klux Klan—How Organ- 
ized—How Members are Enrolled—Oath 
of the Klan—Questions for Candidates— 
Creed—Objects of the Order—Obedience— 
Fidelity—Pledge of Loyalty—Ku Klux 
Kian and the Masons—The Jews—The 
Kian, ge. © K. of C. Oath—The Negro Ku lux 


Kien, te. ‘etc, Latest and er complete 
on the K is published. Prices ¢, Postpaid. 


) 357 Look 5 


yet. Nine 





erybo- 

dy delighied 
with it. Odd, 
curious and Interesting. Lote 
oa of pleasure as wellas very use- 
ul, Itisa dautte Microscope for examining the 
wonders of nature. It is also an Opera Glass, @ 
Stereoscope, a Burning Lens, a Reading Glase, a Telescope, @ 
Compass, a Pocket Mirror, @ Laryngascope—for examin- 
ing eye, ear, nose and throat. {tie worth ali the cost to locate 
even one painful cinder intheeve. Folds flatand fits the pock< 

et. Something great—you need one. Don't miss it. Sent by 

mail, postpaid. Only 35c or 3 for $1.00 


BABY TANK 


Goes backward or for 
ward by itsown power. 
> Nothingtowind.What 
4) inakes it go is a mys 

tery. It crawls along, 
overcoming obstacles 
just like the larger 

Tanks. Performedozens 
of most amazing’‘stunte.” 
Runs ten times longer than 
moet mechanical toys. Hand- 

somely finished and camote 
fiaged in natural colors. 25c¢ postpaid. 


Male Sex Indicator 


Hold the MAGIC INDI- 

CATOR over a man’s 
hand—instantly it moves 
in a straight line, back- 
ward and forward. Hold 
it over a woman's hand 
and it describes @ com- 
plete and continuous 
circle. The same action oan ‘te obtained over a letter written by @ man or 
woman, etc. It is fascinating; baffiing. We have never been able to figure 
out how it’s done—but we've never seen it fail. Many novel and entertain- 
ing feate may be performed with the Sex Indicator. For example, similar 
results canheobteined with animale, cate, dogs, rabbits, ever birds, chickens, 
canaries, etc. Also used to predetermine the sex of chickene and birde/ete., 
in fact {t ia eold ana patented eve tester in Europe. Price 25c,or 3 for 65c. ppd, 


ICHNSOCN SMITH & CO., Dept. 405, RACINE, Wis. 
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ISLAND OF ST, 


LITTLE ADS": 


Write to Riker & King, Advertising Offices, 580 Broadway, N ew York City, or 29 | St Martin is 





East Madison S treet, Chicago, for particulars about advertising in this magazine 








India islands, the 


AGENTS WANTED MARKY Iv LONELY “Home Maker"; bun- northern part be- 

TS—WR FOR FR SAMPLES. -» GFeas rich, reliable, years experience: de--. Boe 
co Madiege Gettucuasee shirts for, cea ne free. The Successful. Club, Box longing. to the 
large Manufacturer, ditect- to wearer.. No) 056, Oakland, California, ie French, and the 





* l i . ired. M earn : ‘ 
R00 woekiy cd. boas’ *Madinda, ttace; eelth debiciveee ie) year. Big laste southern part to 
. : escriptions, Photos, names and ad- atts 
503 Broadway, New. York. dresses. 25 cents. No other fee. Sent sealed, | the Dutch. It'lies 


Box 2265, R, Boston, Mass. midway between 





NEW CAMERA takes and finishes photos 

in one minute. Make money selling cam- - ; 
eras, or taking photos. Exctusive territory. MARRY—Free photographs, directory and : 
Crown Co., Dept. 967, Norwalk, Conn. descriptions of wealthy members. Pay | Bartholomew, lat- 


7 when married. New, Plan Co., Dept. 36,| . 
AGENTS-—90c an hour to advertise and dis- | Kansas City, Mo. : itude 18 degrees 4 
minutes, lon gi- 


tribute samples to consumer. Write quick 
MARRY—MARRIAGE DIRECTORY with|tude 53 degrees 











for territory. and particulars. American 
Products .Co., 2471 American Bldg., Cincin- 











nati ; 

sleet, : photos and descriptions free. Pay when ° 

ABSOLUTELY no competition selling Val- | married. The Exchange, Dept. 545, Kansas 10 minutes west. 
Siar selina. livery woman buys. You City, Mo. Its area is hilly, 

tnake $25 to $150 a week. rite for Specia ———————__-_--- ww —— ee 

Offer and Exclusive Territory. Val-Style Hat | MARRY—Write for big new directory with | Well watered, and 

Co., A811, Val-Style Building, Cincinnati, O. photos and descriptions. Free. National|jn its southern 

Agency, Dept. A, 4606, Sta. E., Kansas 
HELP WANTED . City, Mo. ei part are some la- 
DETECTIVES NEEDED EVERYWHERE. goons from which 
ork home or travel, experience unneces- : : 
cary. Write, George Re Wayne, former | ORT,A SWEETHEART. Exchange tetters.|the Dutch obtain 
Govt. Detective, 1968 Broadway, N. Y. Dennison, Ohio. large quantities 





SILVERING Mirrors. French plate. Easily of salt. Of the 
_ learned; immense profits. Plans free. Wear | MARRY—Lonely Hearts, Join our club. we Fr ; 
Mirror Works, Excelsior Springs, Mo. ‘ came Banh Genome for you, many went rench portion 
; rom $5, to $50, ; escriptions, photos, : : 
introductions free. Send no money. Stand- about one-third 1S 
eae oot ee ard Cor, Club, Grayslake, III. under cultivation. 
ARE YOU LONESOME? Write Betty Lee, ; 
Ine., Box 820 City Hall Station, New York | gwrETHEARTS for everybody. Stamped Thechief products 


City. Stamp appreciated. envelopes for proposal. The Lily Club,;}are rum and 


tati : land, Ohio. 
HUNDREDS seeking marriage. If sincere Station H. Cleveland, O sugar. Many cat- 
enclose stamp. Mrs. F. Willard, 2928 . ; 














Broadway, Chicago, Illinois. 5 ONGWRITERS tle are reared. 
LONELY HEARTS—I have a sweetheart for S The southern, or 
you. Exchange letters: make new friends. SEND TODAY for free copy Writer’s Di- Dutch rtis ] 
ffficient, confidential and dignified a gest: felis how to write and sell short Cn, part is less 
Members everywhere. Eva: Moore, Box 908, stories, photoplays, poems, songs. riter’s nt; b 
Jacksonville, Florida. Digest, G-22, BE. 12th St.. Cincinnatt. fertile and wood 
ae ed; the principal 

or FEVER Treatment ‘ 
mailed on trial. Statewhich | Products are 
is want. If it eures send $1; arti 
f not, don’t, Writetoday. | Sugar, rum and 





Address W. K. STERLINE, £44 Ohio Ave., SIDNEY, O- salt. The French 





Represent our big factory showi : ° and Dutch made 
beautiful Style-Arch Gicingas etasie Ne Or Snuff . Ha bit 
experience needed. I show you how. Fas- 


cinating work, high earnings. Fine selling : : : im i ; 7 ‘ 
outfit. But act atonce. Get a information quick cng arg epeetay ek am fit fats Chott con this island In 


af Se See anche COMPANY, Depart. ' 400,000 Mea and Women. Superba Co. [.g§ Baltimore,Md. | 1638, but they 


‘PIMPLES.__ 


Biackheads—Acne Eruptions 


who_ themselves 
Now Are Easily Removed at Home at a Smali Cost! 


abandoned it in 

1650. The French 

and Dutch subse- 
quently resumed 

Banish those ee a blemishes easily and quickly | Elegant for men after shaving. ‘If you have 

by using “CLEAR-TONE”—a simple home treat- | Pimples, Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the 

ment that has cured chronic cases of long years | face or body, Barbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged 

standing. Use like toilet water. Leaves the skin| Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin—never mind how 
















lation of the 








is about 1,500, 
the south about 
the same. Forty 





| possession and di- 
‘|vided it between 

clear, smooth and without a blemish. Has made | bad—“CLEAR-TONE” has been tried, tested and 

many friends with men, women and children. | proven its merits in over 100,000 test cases. 

Simply send name torlay for FREE Booklet, ‘‘A CLEAR-TONE SKIN,” telling how 


; I cured myself after being afflicted for 15 years. And I know every embarrassment 
one has to endure witha bad complexion. $1,000 COLD CASH SAYS ! CAN 
; ° CLEAR YOUR SKIN OF THE ABOVE BLEMISHES. 


E.S.GIVENS 186 Chemical Building KANSAS CITY, MO. 







population was 
about. double 








of eae 
ee, 
< 4 


one of the West 


Anguilla and St. 


Cured Or No Pay |2 settlement in. 
snuff. Full sent 


them. The popu-_ 


northern division 


years ago the. 


what it is today. 











“What would I do if I lost my job?” 


HAT would you do? What would your 
wife and: children do? 


Suppose your employer notified you to- 
morrow that he didn’t need you any longer? 
Have you any idea where you could get an- 
other position? 


You wouldn’t have to worry if you were 
a trained man. You wouldn’t have to spend 
your mornings reading the ““Want Ads” and 
then trudging from place to place, meeting 
rebuffs and discouragements, piling up bills, 
finally willing ‘‘to do anything” if only you 
could get on somebody’s payroll. 


Don’t have this spectre of unemployment 
hanging over your head forever. ‘Train your- 
self to do some one thing so well that your 
services will be in demand. Employers don’t 
discharge such men. They promote them! 


Decide to-day that you are going to get the spe- 
cialized training you must have if you are ever 
going to get a real job and a real salary. It is easy 
if you really try. 


Right at home, in the odds and ends of spare time 
that now go to waste, you can prepare for the 
position you want in the work you like ‘best. For 
the International Correspondence Schools wil] train 


re so 
et ok, EB ee ee 


Re ee Mr tee eee . 


you just as they are training thousands of other 


men—no matter where you live—no matter what ~ 


your circumstances, 


At least find out how, by marking and mailing 
the coupon printed below. There’s no cost or 
obligation, and it takes only a moment of your time, 
but it may be the means of changing your whole life. 


Mail the Coupon To-day! _ 


INTERWATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Bex 4489-D, Seranton, Penna. 


Without eest or obligation, please tell me how I ean qual — 
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organi Better Letters 


Traffic Management 

Business Law 

Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (including C. P.A.) 
Nicholson Cost Accounting 


Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
Business English 

Civil Service 
Railway Mail Clerk 


Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary — High School Subjects 
Spanish O) French Illustrating OC 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blue Prints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice €encrete Builder 
Raliroad Positions Structural Engineer 
Gas Engine Operating Chemistry [ Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer Automobile Work 


Surveying and Mapping Airplane Engines 

Metallurgy Navigation 

Steam Engineering Agriculture and Poultry 

Radio Mathematics 
Name ee eee eeneeeeeeos eeeeeee PPORDOHOOHBONOOHOO OO HOH OOO OOOH EO ORE OOH OSTEO eaeeeeseee Ceeeas sere 
Street oka 
Address... eceoe neeegee OCOFOSEOOOLASECCO SOO SEH eee EeCeeeee eeeceee SCeCeeoeoeace Pathetic 
City. seteeee ssseassansesassccenerenssncsensenerenccs SUMUBscssecasessserssesseesosessnscorscocereoooos 
Occupation 
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Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to th 
tional Correspondence Schoole Vanadian, Limited,  Montret, Interna 
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«166 West 23d Street 


OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 


Jseful, Instructive, and Amusing. They contain 
| Valuable Information on Almost 
Every Subject. 


~ 





“ 


No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. 
—Fully illustrated. Full instructions are given in this 


little book, together with instructions on swimming and» 


riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Every one is 
desirous of knowing what his future life will bring 
forth, whether happiness or misery, wealth or poverty. 
You can tell by a glance at this little book. Buy one 
and be convinced. : 

No. 29 HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every 


boy should know how inventions originated. This book — 


explains them all, giving examples in electricity, hy- 
eee magnetism, optics, pneumatics, mechanics. 

o. 30. 
hooks on cooking ever published. It contains recipes 
for cooking meats, fish, game and oysters; also ples, 
puddings, cakes and all kinds of pastry, and a grand 
coviection of recipes. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules 
and etiquette of good society. and the easiest and most 
approved methods of appearing to good advantage at 
parties, balls, the theatre, church, and in the draw- 
ing-room. , 

No. 33. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and 
useful little book, containing the rules and regulations 
oF billiards, bagatelle, back-gammon, croquet. domir: 
etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Contain- 
ing all the leading conundrums of the day, amusing rtd- 
dies, curious catches and witty savings. 

No 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—In- 
cluding hints on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, 


squirrels and birds. Also how to cure skins. Copiously 
illustrated. 
No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S 


JOK EBOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest 
jokes used by the most famous end men. 
minstrels is complete without this wonderful lttle book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP- 
SPEAKER.—Containing a varied assortment of stump 
speeches, Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. 
Just the thing for home amusement and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREY, 
GUIDE AND JOKE BOK.—Something new and verv 
instrnctive.. Every boy should obtain this book, as it 
contains full instructions for organizing an amateur 
minstrel troupe. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY. 
—A description of the wonderful uses of electricity and 
electro magnetism; together with full instructions for 
making HPlectric Toys, Batteries, etc. By George Trebel. 


A. M., M. PD. Containing over fifty illustrations. 
No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A 


handy book for boys, containing full directions for con- 
structing canoes and the most popular manner of sail- 
ing them. Fully fllustrated. 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for con- 
ducting debates, outlines for debates, questions for dis- 
cussion and the best sources for procuring information 
on the question given. 

No. 50. HOW. TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 
—A valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, pre- 
paring, mounting and preserving birds, animals and in- 
sects. 

No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Con- 
taining explanations of the general principles of sleight- 
of-hand applicable to card tricks; or card tricks with 
ordinary cards, and not requiring sleight-of-hand; of 
tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of specially 
prepared cards. Illustrated. 

No. 52. HOW TO. PLAY CARDS.—A complete and 
handy little book, giving the rules and ful) directions 
for playing Fuchre, Cribbage, Casino, Forty-Five, 
Rounce, Pedro Sanc Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, All 
Fours, and many otfer popular games of cards. 

No. 54 HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.— 
Giving complete information_as to the manner and meth- 
od of raising, keeping, taming, breeding and managing 
“all kinds of pets: also giving full instructions for mak- 
ng enges, ete. Fully explained by twenty-efght. {illus- 
trations. . 


For sale by all newsdeelers, or wti be sent to any 
address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy, 
in money or stamps, by 


New York City 
y HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc. 





HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive . 


No amateur’ 





PLUCK AND LUCK 


wee LATEST IssvurEs —~ 


1364 The Phantom Fireman; or, The Mystery of Mark 


Howland’s Life. ; 
1365 Ben Brevier; or, The Romance of a Young Printer. 
1366 vee — Service Boys; or, Fighting hodee the 
ouds. 
1367 The Red Privateer; or, The First to Float the 
Stars and Stripes. HOE oo 
1368 The Iron oro or, The Mystery of the Plains. 
1269 oes Sone of the Sword; or, The Watchers from the 
ne. ? 
1370 ae ee st Island; or, A Romance of a Forgotten 


orld. 

1371 The White Wolf of the Galtees; or, A Mystery of 
the Mountain. 

1372 The Senator’s Secretary; or, The Brightest Boy in 


Washington. 

1873 Whirlwind Jack;-or, Captain. Heald’s Boy Mes- 
senger 

1374 The Gypsy’s Son; or, The Double Life, 


1375 The Transient Island; or, Cast Away in the South 


Sea. 

1376 The Boys of Black Bay; or, The Young Lumber 
King of the North Woods. 

1377 The Boy Nihilist; or, Young America in Russta. 


1378 Lucky Dick Golden; or, The Boy Miners'of Placer 


Creek. 

1379 Young Patrick Henry; or, The Triumphs of a Boy 
Lawyer. 

1380 King of the Diamond; or, The Boy Captain of the 
Red Stockings 

1381 The Smuggler’s Secret: or, Bob. of Barnegat. 

1382 Fighting for Liberty: or, The Boy Patriots of the 

Revolution. ; 

1383 co Vox, Jr. ;or, From the Street to the 
Stage. ; 

1384 Jack Gentleman: or, Turned Out of School, 

1885 The Chosen Six: or, The Boy Student Nihilist. 

1386 The Boy Contractor: or, How He Built a Railroad. 

4387 ‘eons Thomas-T”; or, The Fortunes of a Bell 

oy. 

1388 From Printer to President: or, The Boyhood of a 
Great Statesman. 

1389 Jack, Jerry and Joe: or, Three Boy Hunters in the 
Adirondacks. ; 

1390 Washington No. 1: or, The Fire Boys of Graydon. 

1391 That Boy Bob: or, The Diamond That Came by 
Express. 

1892 The Gun Roat Boys: or, Running the Batteries of 
Vicksburg ; 

1298 A Star at Sixteen: or The Boy Actor’s Triumnh. 

1394 Wearing His Colors; or, The Captain of the Adonis 
Football Tesm. 

1395 In Peril of Pontiac: or, The Boys of the Frontter 


Fort. 
1396 Dick Dudley’s Dime: and, How It Made His For- 
tune. 
1397 Out With a School Ship; or, From Apprenttce to 
Admiral. 
1398 Washington’s Rlack Chargers: or, The Boys Who 
Fought for TViiherty. : 
1299 The Ready Reds: or. The Fire Bovs of Fairfax. 
1400 Talking Tom: or. The Tineck of a Poor Boy. 
1401 Aare on Time: or, The Triumphs of a Boy En- 
gineer. 
1402 Hal Horton’s Grit: or, A Boy From the Country. 
1403 In Ebony Land: or, A Yankee Boy in Abyssinia. 
1404 Hal Howe, the Boy Reporter: or, A Sharp Lads 
Work for a Great Newspaper. 
1405 Little Buffalo Bill, The Boy Scout of the Rio Del 
Norte. 
1406 The School at Burr Knob; or, The Trials of a Boy 
Teacher. 
1407 Charley Barnes’ Bank; or, How a Penny Made a 
Fortune. 
1408 Gallant Jack, The Naval Schoolboy; or, Appointed 
By the President. ’ 
1409 The as Boss: or, The Boy Who Owned the 
Mill. , 
1410 Count ear nes _or, The Most Unpopular Boy 
In own. © 
1411 Jack-of-All-Trades: or, Around the World on His 
Wits. 
1412 The Bullet Charmer. A Story of the American 
Revolution. 
Mail Fred: or 
The Road. 
1414 A Newsboy Hero; or, The Lad Who Won Success. 
1415 The Boy Banker; or, From a Cent To a Million. 


For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any 
address on receipt of price, 8c. per copy, in money eF 
postage stamps. 


1413 Fast The Smartest Engineer On 
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HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc, 
New York City 


166 West 23d Street. 
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